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To His GRACE 
THE 


My Lo Rp, 

E RE I a ſtranger to your Grace, I ſhould not 
be afraid to ſolicit your patronage, ſince you 
have taken the politer arts into your protection; and 
they who endeavour to excel in them, are, in effect, 
making their court to you. But I can plead more 
than a coramon title to this honour. Your Grace has 
been pleaſed to make yourſelf acceſſory to the follow- 
ing ſcenes, not only by ſuggeſting the moſt beautiful 
incident in them, but by making all poſhble proviſion 
for the ſucceſs of the whole. Your great delicacy of 
taſte in compoſitions of this kind, has ſo aſſiſted this 
poem ; and the indulgence of your nature has ſo endea- 
voured to ſhorten the great diſtance between your Grace 
and its author, that I have ſometimes been ſcarce able 
to conſider you in any other light, than as one entire- 
ly devoted to theſe amuſements, and purſuing the lame 

ſtudies with myſelf. 

THz world, which is large in your praiſes of ano- 
ther nature, will be ſurprized to hear me ſpeak of your 
Grace in this manner. They talk of one abounding in 
all the grace and power of public eloquence, and emi- 
nently furniſhed with thoſe particular talents, which 
qualify for ſhining in the higheſt ſtations, and influen- 
cing the national welfare: of one, who made a name 
in ſenates in his minority; and who now, at an age 
which in ſome well-conſtituted ſtates would exclude him 

their grand council, has finiſhed a reputation in that of 

_ Great Britain; and gained thoſe for his greateſt ad- 

mirers, who are themſelves moſt admired there: one, 

vho through this whole memorable icthon has ated in 
3.2 f 


DEDICATION 


the ſpirit of a Regulus, vigorouſly oppoſing meaſures, 
in which he might have found his private advantage, and 


cxerting the nobleſt indignation and contempt for thoſe, 


who, like the old Carthaginians, were equally famous 

for their riches and their faith. One who, if he ad- 
vances in proportion to his firſt degree of glory, ſhall 
not thank poſterity for ranking him with the moſt ce- 
lebrated this nation has produced, tho' his great father 
be in the number of them. 

H1s country may with pleaſure refle&, that when 
he has any thing of moment in his view, there is no- 
thing which can either break his reſolution, tire his ac- 
tivity, or limit his expence. His ſpirit increaſes on re- 
ſiſtance, and, like a great flame, it burns the ſtronger, 
and ſhines the brighter, in proportion to the violence 
of the ſtorm that offends it. In the preſent troubled 
ſtate of affairs, in which the nation fluctuates, how has 
he ſtrove againſt the power of wind and tide to aſſiſt her 
into harbour; while ſome have endeavoured to tear 
her to pieces, in order toprovide for their private ſafety, 
and ſwim aſhore on her ruins ! 

THvus ſpeaks the world. I, my lord, whoſe know- 

ledge of your Grace lyes more in private life, can tell 


them, in return, of one, who can animate his country 
retirement with a kind of pleaſures, fometimes unknown 


to perſons of diſtinction in that ſcene : who can divide 
the longeſt day into a variety of polite and uſeful ſtudies, 
and appoint the great men of antiquity their ſtated hours, 
to receive, (if I may fo ſpeak) their audience of him : 
who is an excellent maſter of their hiſtory in particular, 


and obſerving how nature in a courſe of years is apt to 


come round again, and tread in her own footſteps, has 
a happineſs in applying the facts or characters of anti- 
ent to modern times; which requires a beautiful mix- 


ture of learning and genius, and a mind equally knowing 


in books and men: who can carry, from his ſtudies, 
ſach a life into conyerſation, that wine ſeems only an 
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interruption of wit: who has as many ſubjects to talk 
of, as proper matter on theſe ſubjects; as much wit to 
adorn that matter, and as many languages to produce 
it ſo adorn'd, as any of the age in which he lives. And 
yet ſo ſweet his diſpoſition, that no one ever wiſhed his 
abilities leſs, but ſuch as flattered themſelves with the 
hope of ſhining when near him. 

Bur there are ſtill ſuperior qualities, which I am 
obliged to remember, as is the ſociety to which I be- 
long, and to return him our thanks for his late donation 
to it: which is ſo noble, that it had laid us under the 
greateſt obligation, though it had been from another: 
though it had been from one whoſe quality and charac- 
ter would have made a far leſs addition to it; and who 
had not, by the moſt graceful and engaging manner of 
conferring it, more than doubled its value. Such bene- 
factors are peculiarly fit for a ſeat of learning, whoſe 
fame can awaken and exerciſe the genius of the place, 
white their munificence increaſe and adorn the ſtruc- 
tures of it. As for my own particular obligations to him, 
I ſhall not endeavour to expreſs myſelf in words; but 
beg leave to refer him to the whole future courſe of 
my life for my ſenſe of them. My preſent fortune is 
his bounty, and my future his care; which, I will ven- 


ture to ſay, will be always remembred to his honour, 


ſince he, I know, intended his generoſity as an encou- 
ragement to merit, though (through his very pardon- 
able partiality to one who bears him ſo ſincere a duty 


and reſpect) I happen to receive the benefit of it. 


THE vy who are acquainted with your Grace, will be 
of opinion, that I make your goodneſs but an ill return 


by the liberty I now take. But though it be true, that 


they who merit praiſe moſt, affect it leaſt; ibis al- 
ſo true, that to commend what is excellent is a debt 
we owe the public. In regard to which, how ill ſoever 
you may reliſh it, I have made no ſcruple to uſe you 
as you deſerve ; aud, my comfort is, I can take refuge 
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in your lordſhip's own example for preferring the pub- 
lic before you, 

Bur, if you are ſtill diſſatisfy'd, 1 ſhall only ſay, it 
1s hard, that your Grace ſhould join with your enemies 
(who will equally diſlike it) againſt me. For enemies, 
my lord, you have; nor are your friends concerned 
for it. All ſhining accompliſhments will be for ever ci- 
ther loy'd or envy'd; and, next to the perſon who pays 
you his eſteem, he bears the beſt teſtimony to the ſuperi- 
ority of your character, who hates you for it. I give you 


Joy of thoſe foes your great qualities have made: and 


I congratulate you in a particular manner, that they are 
the moſt inveterate to your Grace, whom your country 
purſues with her greateſt diſlike. It is no reflexion on 
thoſe who are molt in your intereſt, to with they may 
be able to contribute more to your glory. 


Jan, 
My LORD, 
Hur Grace's neſt dutiful, 


Aud mſi bumble ſervant, 


EDWARD Y OUN d. 
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OFT has the buſkin'd miſe, with action mean, 
Debas'd the glory of the tragic ſeene ; ; 

While puny villains, dref5'd in purple pride, 

With crimes obſcene the head u- born rage bely'd. 
To her belongs to mourn the hero's fate, 

To trace the errors of the wiſe and great : 

To mark th' exceſs of paſſins tos refin'd, 

And paint the tumults of a god- lite PR ; 


Where mix'd with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 


Aud darkeſt deeds with beauteous colours ſhine. 


Such lights and ſhades in a well-mingl d draught, 


By curious touch of artful pencils wrought, 
With ſaſi deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, 


Pleas'd with the conflict of the various dye. 


Thus thro the following ſcenes with ſcueet ſurpri ze, 
Virtue and guilt in dread confuſion riſe, 
And love, and hate, at once, and grief and joy, 
Pity and rage, their mingl'd force employ. 

Here the ſoft virgin ſees with ſecret ſhame, 

Her charms exceld by friendſhip's purer flame, 
Forc'd with reludtant virtue to approv? 
The generous hero who rejeds her love. 


Behold him there avith gloomy pa on flain'd, 
A wife ſuſpected, and an injur'd friend; 
Yet ſuch the toil where innocence is caught, 
That raſh ſuſpicion ſeems without a fault. 
IWe dread a while leſt beauty ſhould ſucceed, 
And almoſt wiſh ev'n virtue's ſelf may bleed. 


Mark well the black revenge, the cruel guil:, 
The traitor fend trampling the lovely ſpoil 
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Of beauty, truth, and innocence oppreſt, 
Then let the rage of furies fire gur breaft. 


Yet may his mighty avrongs, his juſt diſdain, R 
His bleeding country, his lov'd father ſlain, 
His martial pride your admiration raiſe, 
And crown bim <with incoluntary praiſe; 


Dramatis Perionac. 


M E N. 


But 
1 lik 
Don Along, the Spaniſh general, Mr. Booth. Rage 
| | | You 
Don Carls:s, his friend, © Mr. Wilks. Ane 

Den Alvarez, a courtier, Mr. Thurmond. 
| | V 

Deu Munuel, attendant of Don Carles, Mr. Williams. 

Zanga, a captive Mozr, Mr. Mills. „ 
| | 1 


WO M E N. „ 


Leanora, Alcares's daughter, Mrs. Porter. 


Iſabella, the NMoor's Miſtreſe, Mrs. Horton. | p 
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Enter Zanga. © 


Z ANG A. 


Hether firſt nature, or long want of peace, 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell ; 
But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me: 
I like this rocking of the battlements. 
Rage on, ye winds, burſt clouds, and waters roar ! 
'You bear a juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy habit of my ſoul. 


7. Enter Iſabella. 
Who's there? my love! 
Iſab. Why have you left my bed? 
Your abſence more affrights me than the ſtorm. 
Zan. The dead alone in ſuch a night can reſt, 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. I chuſe to be alone. 
Jſab. I know you do, and therefore will not leave 
you; | + 
Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you, 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 7 
Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, g 
And I will know it; by our loves, I will. 
To you I ſacriſic'd my virgin fame; 
Aſk I too much, to ſhare in your diſtreſs ? 
Zan, In tears? thou fool! then hear me, and be 
plung'd e | | 
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In hcll's abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee. 
To {trike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 
I hate 4/6259. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther, 

Iſab. Hate Alonzo ! 
I own, I thought Alonzo moſt your friend, 
Ard that he loſt the maſter in that name. 

Zan. Hear then. Tis twice three years ſince that 

great man 

(Great let me call him; for he conquer d me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight ; 
He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me, 
While 1 with pious rage purſu'd revenge. 
I then was young, he plac'd me near his perſon, 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 
One day (may that returning day be night, 
The ſtain, the curſe of each ſucceeding year) 
For ſomething, or for nothing, in his pride 
He ſtruck me, (while I tell it, do I live ?) 
He ſmote me on the cheek.—1 did not ſtab him; 
For that were poor revenge. —E'er ſince, his folly 
Has (tfOvg to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 
Inſolent thought! and like a ſecond blow! 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop revenge. 

1/ab. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your ſtory: 
To ſee your ſtrong emotions ſtartles me. 


Zan. Yes, woman, with the temper that befits it. 


Has the dark adder venom? ſo have I, 

When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt feel me! 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 

I from that day have curs'd the riſing ſun, 

Which never fail'd to tell me of my ſhame. 

I from that day have bleſt the coming night, 

Which promis'd to conceal it; but in vain; 

The blow return'd for ever in my dream. 


hat 


This great Alon zo, whom her father honours, 


To ſtir her heart, and fan its fires for me. 
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Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occaſion * > 
Of ample vengeance ; none is yet arriv'd. 5 
Howe er at preſent I conceive warm hopes 


Of what may wound him ſore, in his ambition, 


Life of his life, and dearer than his ſoul. 


By nightly march he purpos'd to ſurprize 


The Hegriſh camp; but I have taken care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favour, 


Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment, 


Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 
Iſab. Juſt as I enter'd an expreſs arry'd, 
Zan. To whom? 


1ſab. His friend, Don Carles. 
Zan. Be propitious, 


O Mahomet, on this important hour, 


And give at length my famiſh'd ſoul revenge! 
What is revenge, but courage to call in 

Our honour's debts, and wiſdom to convert 
Others ſelf- love into our own protection? 
But ſee the morning ray breaks in upon us; 
I'll ſeek Don Carlos, and inquire my fate. [Excunt. 


Euter Manuel and Don Carlos. 
Man. My lord Don Carlos, what brings your expreſs? 
Car. Alonz9's glory, and the Moors defeat. 
The field is ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand ſlain, 
Tho' he ſuſpects his meaſures were betray'd. 
He'll ſoon arrive. O! how I long t' embrace 
The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of friends 
I lov'd fair Leonora long before 
The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 
From whom ſo late Alonzo ſet me free; 
And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 


To be my gentle advocate in love, 


* . . 
- 
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Man. And what ſucceſs? 


THE REVENGE. 


Car. Alas, the cruel maid 
In deed, her father, who tho' high at court, 
And powerful with the king, has wealth at heart, 
To heal his devaſtations from the Mare, 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Eaf?, 

My fleet now failing in the ſight of Spain, 
(Heav'n guard it ſafe thro” ſuch a dreadful ſtorm) 
Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. 

Man. Hef aged father 
Leads her this way. 

Car. She looks like radiant truth, 
Brought forth by the hand of hoary time 
| You to the port with ſpeed, tis poſſible 
Some veſſel is arriv'd, Heay'n grant it bring 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy, 


Enter Alvarez and Leonora. 


Alv. Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favour 
With all a parent's ſoft authority, 
And carneſt counſel. 

Car. Angels ſecond you 
For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 

Alv. Daughter, the happineſs of life depends 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice ; 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, 
And, cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe : 
Some flaw in their own conduct lyes beneath, 
And 'tis the trick of fools, to ſave their credit, 
Which brought another language into uſe. 
Don Carlos is of ancient, noble blood, 


And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 


For him the ſun is labouring in the mines, 

A faithful ſlave, and turning earth to gold. 

His keels are freighted with that ſacred pow'r, 

By which ev'n kings and emperors are made. 

Sir, you have my good wiſhes, and I hope [To Car. 
My daughter i is not e to hear you. [Ex. Aly, 
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Car. O Leanora! why art thou in tears? 
Becauſe 1 am leſs wretched than 1 was ? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene. 
Will you for ever help me to new pains, 


And keep reſcrves of torment in your hand, 


To let them looſe on every dawn of joy? 
Lean. Think you my father too indulgent to mc, 
That he claims no domimion o'er my tears? 
A daughter ſure may be tight dutiful, 
\Whoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint.— 
Car. Ah my torn heart! 
Lean. Regard not me, my lord, 
I ſhall obey my father. 
Car. Diſobey him, 
Rather than come thus coldiy, than come thus 
With abſent eyes, and alienated mien, 
Suft'ring addreſs, the victim of my love, 
O let me be undone the common way, 
And have the common comfort to be pity'd, 
And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs, 
And ſo be envy'd, and be wretched too! 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty, 
Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of, 
Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life, 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which ſeen are felt; 


All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 


The proof, the ſubſtance of an inward paſſion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

Leon. Alas! my lord, we are delicate; 
And when we graſp the happineſs we with'd, 
We call on wit to argue it away: 

A plainer man would not feel half your pains; 


But ſome have too much wiſdom to be happy. 


Car. Had 1 known this before, it had been well . 
I had not then ſolicited your father 


To add to my diltreſs ; as you behave, 
B 
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Your father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the his 
Give me your hand—nav, give it, Leorora, 
ou qure it not,—nay, yet you give it not— 
rank | it. | 
Lec, I pray, my lord, no more. 


Car. Ah, why ſo ſad? you know each ſigh does 


ſhake me; 

Sehs there, are tempeſts here. 
I've heard, bad men would be unbleſt in heav'n: 
\What 1s my guilt, that makes me ſo with you ? 
Have I not languiſh' d proſtrate at thy feet? 
Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy fight? 
Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not en? 
And mad with the idea, claſp'd the wind, 
And doated upon nothing? 

Leon. Court me not, 
Good Carl:s, by recounting of my faults 
And tclling how ungrateful I have been. 
Alas! my lord, if talking wou'd prevail, 
I could ſuggeſt much better arguments, 
Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; 
Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all. 
But bid phyiicians talk our veins to temper, 
And with an argument new ſet a pulſe; 
Then think, my lord, of reaſoning into love. 


Car. Nuſt 1 deſpair then? do not ſhake me thus; 


My tempeſt- beaten heart is cold to death. 

Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy beauties. 
| Heav'as ! what a proof I gave but two nights paſt 
Of matchlefs love! to fling me at thy feet, 

1 ſlighted friendſhip, and 1 flew from fame; 

Nor heard the ſammons of the next day's battle ; 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left 

The promis'd fight, 1 left Alonzo too. 


To ſtand the war, and quell a world alone. [Trumpets, 
Leon. The victor comes. My lord, I mult winnen, . 


Car. And muſt you go? 
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Lean. Why ſhou'd you wiſh my (tay ? 
Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 
My preſence none; it pains you and myſelf; 
For both ouF ſakes, permit me to withdraw. [Ex. Leon. 
Car. Sure, there's no peril but in love. O how 
My focs wou'd boaſt to fee me look ſo pale! 


Enter Alonzo, 

Car. Alonzo! 

Alon. Carla! l am whole again; 
Claſpt in thy arms, it makes my heart entire. 

Car. Whom dare I thus embrace? the conqueror 

of Afric? 

Alon, Yes, much more, Don Carlos friend. 

The conqueſt of- the world would coſt me deag, 


Should it beget one thought of diſtance in thee. 


I riſe in virtues to come nearer thee. 
conquer with Don Carlos in my eye, 
And thus I claim my victory's reward. 
 , LEmbracing him. 
Car. A victory indeed! your gad-like arm 
Has made one ſpot the grave of Africa, 
Such numbers fell ! and the ſurvivors fled 
As frighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand, 
When the tempeſtuous ſea came roaring on them, 
Alon. Twas Carlos conquer'd, twas his cruel chains 
Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, 
And threw my former actions far behind,  — 
Car. I love fair Lecnora. How I love her! 


et till I find (I know not how it is) 


Another heart, another ſoul for thee. 
Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports, 
Like muſick, pure the joy without allay, 
Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity: - . 
But love, like wine, pives a tumultuous bliſs, 
Heightned indeed beyond all mortal pleaſures; 
But mingles pangs and madneſs in the bowl. 
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Enter Zanga. 
Zan. Manuel, My Lord, returning from the port, 
On buſineſs both of moment and of haſte, 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. 
Car. In private !—Ha !— Hang, I'll return, 
No buſineſs can detain me long from thee. [Ex. Car. 
Zan, My lord Alonge, I obey'd your orders. 
Alin. Will the fair Leoncra paſs this way? 
Zan. She will, my Lord, and ſoon. 
Alon. Come near me, Zanga; 
For 1 dare open all my heart to thee. 
Never was ſuch a day of triumph known. 
There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That flowly follow'd my proud chariot wheels, 
With balf a life, and beggary, and chains, 
But is a god to me: I am moſt wretched. 
In his captivity, thou know'ſt Don Carlos, 
My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love, 
To talk to Leonora's heart, and make 
A tender party in her thoughts for him. 
What did I do? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 
One thing there is might leſſen my offence, 
If ſuch offence admits of being lefſen'd) 
I thought him dead; for (by what fate I know nor) 
His letters never reach'd me. 
Zan. Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contrix d that evil which has happen'd. 
[Afide. 


Alon. Yes, curſt of heav'n! J bov 'd myſelf, and now 


In a late a0on reſcu'd from the Moore, 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 

Zan, We hear, my Lord, that in that action too, 
Your interpoſing arm preſerv'd his life. 

Alon. It did---with more than the expence of mine; 
For Oh! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhe comes—1'l] take my leave, and die. 
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2 an. Hadſt thou a thouſand yy thy death would 
pleaſe me. 


Unhappy fate ! my country overcome ! 


My fix years hope of vengeance quite expir'd ! — 
Would nature were—— I will not fall alone: 
But others groans ſhall tell the world my death. Ze. 


Enter Leonora. 
Alon. When nature ends with anguiſh like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the ſun, 
And bid his light adicu. 
Leon. The mighty conqueror 
Difmay'd ! 1 thought you gave the foc your ſorrows. 

Alan. O cruel inſult! are thoſe tears your ſport, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw ? 

.{fric 1 quell d, in hope by that to purchaſe 
Your leave to ſigh unſcorn'd; but J complain not; 
'Twas but a word, and you are — Leonzra. 

Leon. That paſſion, which you boaſt of, is your guilt, 
A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 

Alan. You, madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes 

you blame; 

Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 
Without the cenſure both of earth and heav'n. 
I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 
Farewel for ever.—This ſevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it ſweet to die. 

Len. Farewel for ever! ſweet to dic! -O heav'n ! 
[ fide. 


Alonzo, ſtay, you muſt not thus eſcape me; 
But hear your guilt at large. 
Alon. O Leonora! 

What could I do? in duty to my friend, 

I ſaw you; and to ſee, is to admire. 

For Curlas did I plead, and molt ſincerely; 

Witneſs the thouſand agonies it colt me. 

You know I did, I ſought but your eltcem, 
= 5 cl 


— 4 


2 
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If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. Lo97 
I often ligh” d, nay, wept; but could not help it; Of lovi 
And ſure it is no crime to be in 8 And ſtr 
But grant my crime was great, I'm greatly curs'd- Als; 
What would you more; am I not moſt undone ? Beyon« 
This ufage is like ſtamping on the murder'd, Of big} 
| When life is fled; moſt barbarous and unfall. But, < 
| Le:n, If from your guilt none ſuticr'd but yourſelf, Les 
| It might be ſo—farewel. LC Sing. At; 
Alan. Who ſuffers with me? | Le: 
| Leu. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me go. In fia 
| isn. Alas! what is there I can fear to know, Thin 
Since I already know your hate ? your actions It wa 
lave long ſince told me that, Ml 
J. eau. They flatter'd you. | | | L. 
Als. How? flatter'd me! . But. 
3 Leon. O ſearch in fate no further! Lon 
. J hate thee, O eus! how I hats thee ! You 
15 £15n, Indeed! and do you weep for hatred too? Sho 
* ) what a doubtful torment heaves my hœart! a 
1 hope it muſt and yet I dread it more. : Mu 
%hou'd it be ſo; ſhou'd her tears flow from thence; II) 
ilow wou'd my ſoul blaze up in extaſy! Bu 
Ab, no! how fink into the depth of horrors | T! 


Jean. Why would you force my ſtay ? 
alan. What mean theſe tears? 
Een: 1 weep by chance; nor have my ters 2 F 
meaning | a 
Bat O! when firſt I ſaw Alanxs' s tears 
knew their meaning well. 


[ Alon. falls p.:/i; mately 5 2 hi 75 nt and takes 8 

her fand. | } 

Han. Heavens, what is this! that 6 "Es | 
Deſire was planted in the heart of man; (which | 


Virtue's ſupreme reward on this fide heav'n ; 
1 he cordial of my ſoul! and this deſtroys me— 
ladeed | flatter'd me that thou didſt hate. 


+ 
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Leon. Sloess; pardon me the 1njury 


t; Of loving you. I ſtruggled with my paſſion, 
: And ſtruggled long; let that be ſome excuſe. 
s d. Alon. Unkind! you know I think your love a bleſſing 
8 Beyond all human bleſſings; 'tis the price 
Of ſighs and groans, and a whole year of dying 
But, O the curſe of curſes !—0 my friend! 
urſelf, Leon. Alas! 


Tong. Jun. What ſays my love ?—ſpeak, Leonzra. 
Leon. Was it for you, my lord, to be ſo quick 
in finding out objections to our bre : 
, Think you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 
It waz unſafe to leave that part to me:! | 
Aan. Is not the day then fix'd for your eſpouſals ? 
Leon. Indeed, my father once had thought that way; 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my heart, 
Long he ſtood doubtful ; but at laſt reſolv'd, 
Your counſel, which determincs him in all, 
00 ? Should 7 the debate. 
Hon. O agony! 
Muſt 1 not only loſe her, but be made 
Nlyſelf the inſtrument? not only die, 
But plunge the dagger ia my heart myſelf? 
This is reſiaing on calamity, 
Lern. What! do you tremble, leſt you ſhoald be 
mine? 
s 2 Por what elſe can you tremble ? not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 
lu. What's in my power ?--O yes, to {tab my friend? 
| Leon. To ſtab your friend were barbarous indeed ! 
hes Spare him and murder me — l dun Vong, 
You may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe; 
for. - © [ (tart at them myſelf, they fright my nature. 
ch Great is my fault; but blame not me alone, 
Give him a little blame, who took ſuch pains 
To mike me guilty, | 


Alu. Torment! Len a Pede, Loon: Beal 
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Leon. O my ſhame! 
1 ſue, and ſue in vain; it is moſt juſt. 
When women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 
' You hate me, you deſpiſe me, you do well; 
For what I've done, I hate and ſcorn myſelſ. 
O night fall on me ! 1 ſhall bloſh to death. 
Alan. Firlt periſh all. 
Leon. Say, what have you reſolv'd? 
My father comes, what anſwer will you give him? 
Alen. What anſwer? let me look upon that face, 
And read it there. Devote thee to another! 
Not to be born ! a ſecond look undoes me. 
Lean. And why undoe you? is it then, my lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own wiſhes, 
Becauſe they happen to concur with mine? 
Crac!! to take fuch pains to win a heart, 
M hich you was conſcious you mult break with parting. 
Alon. No, Leonora, I am thine for ever, 


[Runs and embraces her. 
In ſpite of Carl;;——Ha! who's that? my friend? 


[ Starts wide from ber. 
Alas! the him pale, I hear his groan; 
He foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he blceds, 
(1 know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. 
L-zn. How dreadful to be cut from what we lore! 
alan. Ah! ſpeak no more. 
Leon, And ty'd to what we hate! 
len. Oh! | 
Lo52. It is impoſſible. 
lou. Death! 
Leon, Can you? 
lan. Oh 
ves, take a limb; but let my virtue ſcape. 
Alas! my foul, this moment J die for thee, 


[ Breaks away. 
Leon, And are you perjur'd then for virtue's ſake ? 


Fo 
Eo oſten lave you ſworn ? but go for ey cr. — LSM, 
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gan. Heart of my heart, aad eſſence of my joy 
Where art thou? O I'm thine, and thine for ever! 
The groans of friendthip al be heard no more. 
For whatſoever crimes I can commit, 
I're felt the pains already. 
Lean. Hold, Alon, 
And hcar a maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer'd. 
1 love thy virtue, as 1 love thy perſon,  . 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me; 
But as I felt the pain, I'll reap the fruit, 
I'll ſhine out in my turn, and {hew the world 
Thy great example was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough that I have once been guilty ; 
In ſight of ſuch a pattern to perſiſt, 
Ill ſuits a perſon honour'd with your love. 
My other titles to that bliſs are weak. 
I mult deſerve it by refuſing it. 


Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 


Shall I contribute ta Alon zo's crimes ? 

No, tho' the life-blood guſhes from my heart: 

You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 

Or that late time may put our names together. 

Nay, never ſhrink ; take back the bright example 

You lately lent; 0 take it while you may, 

While. I can give it you, and be immortal. Exit. 

Alon. She's gone, and | ſhall ſee that face no more 

But pine in abſence, and till death adore, 
When with cold dew my fainting brow 1s hung, 
And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble 1n a feeble moan, 
And love with fate divide my dying s. 


ACT II. SCENE ** 


Enter Manuel and Zanga. 


ZE A NG . 
F this be true, I cannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carles; tis but humane in yon. 
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But when arriv'd your diſmal news? 
Man. This hour. 
Zan. What, not a veſlel ſav'd ? 
Man. All, all the ſtorm 
Devour'd ; and now o'er his late envy'd fortune 
The dolphins bound, and watry mountains roar, 
Triumphant in his ruin. 
Zan. Is Alvarez 
Determin'd to deny his daughter to him? 
That treaſure was on ſhore, mult that too join 
The common wreck ? 
Man. Alvarez pleads indeed, 
That Leonora's heart is diſ-inclin'd, 
And pleads that only ; ſo it was this morning, 
When he concurr'd : 
And funk his favour, when it ſunk the gold. 
The love of gold is double in his heart, 
The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 
Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it? 
Man. Like a man, 
Whoſe heart feels moſt a human heart can feel, 
And reaſons beſt a human heart can reaſon. 

Zan, But is he then in abſolute deſpair ? 

Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more, | 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarev 
Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his daughter 
This very day ; for he has learn'd their loves. 

Zan. Ha! was not that received with extaſy 
By Don Alonzo? 

Man. Yes, at firſt; but ſoon 

A damp came o'er him, it would kill his fricnd. 
Zan. Not if his friend conſented; and ſince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her—— 

Man. Yet to aſk it 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a gen'rous mind, 

At leaſt Alonzo's ſpirit ſtartles at it. 
Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 


the tempeſt broke the match; 
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And giving up a miſtreſs to another. 


But 1 muſt leave you. Carlos wants ſupport 


In his ſevere afflichon ! [Exit Manuel. 


Zan. Ha! it dawns |— 
It riſes to me like a new-found world 
To mariners long time diſtreſs d at ſea, 
Sore from a {torm, and all their viands ſpent ; 
Or like the ſun juſt riſing out of Chaos, 
Some dregs of antient night not quite purg'd off: 
But ſhall J finiſh it—Hoa ! J/abella? 


Enter Iſabella. 


1 thought of dying; better things come forward; 


Vengeance is ſtill alive; from her dark covert, 
With all her ſnakes erect upon her creſt, 


he ſtalks in view, and fires me with her charms. 


When, Jabel, arriv'd Don Carles here? 
Iſab. Two nights ago. 
Zan. That was the very night 
Before the battle memory, ſet down that: 
It has the eſſence of a crocodile, 5 
Tho' but in the ſhell—I'Il give it birth, —— 


What time did he return ? 


{/ab. At midnight. 
Jan. So 
Say, did he ſee that night his Leonora! 
Iſab. No, my good lord. | 
Zan, No matter— tell me, woman, 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious ; 
Honeſt than ſubtile; above fraud himſelf, 


Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? 


Lab. You belt can judge; but fo the world thinks 
of him. [Ex. Iſab. 

Zan, Why, that is well —go fetch my tablets hi- 
Two nights ago, my father's ſacred ſhade (ther. 


Thrice ſtalk'd around my bed, and ſmil'd upon me, 


He ſmil'd, a Joy 1 then little underſtood —— 


A 
- 
we 
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It muſt be ſo—ard iſ ſo, it is vengeance 

Worth waking of the dead for, 

Re-enter Iſabella 

reads as to Him 4 

Thus it ſtands —-— 

The father's fixt- —Don Cerlat cannot wed— 
Enge may—but that will hurt his friend — 

Nor can he af his Ieave—if he did, 

Te might rot gain it.—Tt is hard to give 
Orr own conſeat to ills, tho' we muſt bear them. — 
Were it not then a maſter-piece, worth all 

ihe wiſdom I can boaſt, firſt to perſuade 
1515:5 to requeſt it of his friend, 
lis friend to grant then from that very grant, 

Ihe ſtropgeſt proof of friendſhip man can give 

(And other motives) to work out a cauſe 
Gf jealouſy, to rack lane“ peace 3 
hare turn'd o'cr the catalogue of woes, 

\ hich fling the heart of man, and find none equal. 
5 is the Wide: a of calamities, 
Ihe ſcven-ſold death: the jealous are the damn, 
© jcalouſy, each other paſton's calm 
Jo thee, thou confiagration of the ſoul ! 
' hou king of torments ! the prand counterpoize 
For all the tranſports beauty can inſpire! 
Jab. Alense comes this way. 
1 Moſt opportuncly. 

V. irlldraw [Ex. Iſa. ] Yeſubtile demons, v dich reſide 
0 courts, 0 do your work with bows _ {miles, 
That little enęin'ry, more miſchicvous 
Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder, 
Teach me to lock a he; give me your maze 
Of gloomy thought ard intricate deſign, 

To catch the man I hate, ard then devour. 


Enter Alonzo. 
My lord, I giie you joy. | 


avith tre tablets, Zanga writes, ilen 
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4151. Of what, good Zanga 7” | 


Z an. ls not the lovely Lenra yours? 
FO Aen. What will become of Caras? 
A's . 
Zar. He's your friend ; 
And ſince he can't eſpouſe the fair himſelf, 
Will take ſome comfort from 47:::25's fortune. 
Jn. Alas! thou little know'ſt the force of love; 
Love reigns a ſultan with unrival'd ſway, 
Puts all relations, friendſhip's ſelf to death, 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos, 
Yet well 1 know what pangs I felt this morning, 
At his intended nuptials. For myſelf 
1 then felt pains, which now for him I feel. 
Zan. You will not wed her then ? 
Alzn. Not inſtantly : 
Inſult his broken heart this very moment ! 
Zan. I underſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, 
When your friend's gone, and his firſt pain aſſwag d? 
Alon, Am I to blame for that? 
Zan, My lord, I love 
Your very errors, they arc born from virtue, 
Your friendſhip, (and what nobler paſſion claims 
The heart?) does lead you blind fold to your ruin. 
Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break 
Don Carlos match, and wherefore urge Alonge's? 
"Twas the ſame cauſe, the love of wealth: to-morrow 
May ſee Along in Don Carlos fortune. | 
A higher bidder 1s a better friend; 
And there are princes ſigh for Ts. 
, » When your friend's gone, you'll wed; why then the 
Which gives you Leonora now, will . (cauſe 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 
Why then, you heap new torments on your friend. 
By that reſpect which labour'd to relieve him _ 
Tis well; he is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe. [Aj/ide. 
Alon, Think ſt thou, my Zanga, ſhould I aſk Don 
His goodneſs will conſen at that I ſhould wed her? (Carlos, 
2 


I. 
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Zan. I know it would, 

lan. But then the cruclty 
To alk it, and for me to aſk it of him! 

Zan. Methinks you're not ſevere 4 your friend. 
Who was it gave him liberty and life? 

Aion. That is the very reaſon which forbids it. 
Were I a ſtranger, I could frecly ſpeak : 
la me, it ſo reſembles a demand, 
acting of a debt, it ſhocks my nature, 

Zan, My lord, you know the fad alternative, 
Is Lo6n:ra worth one pang or not? | 
It hurts not me, my lord, but as I love you; 
Warmly as you, 1 wiſh Don Carlos well; 
But I am lixeways Don Alongo's friend: 
There all the difference lyes between us two. 
In me, my lord, you hear another ſelf, 
And give me leave to add a better too, 
Clear'd from thoſe errors, which, tho' caus'd by virtue, 
Are ſach as may hereafter give you pain, — 
Don Lopez of Caſtille would not demur thus. 

Alon. Periſh the name! what! ſacrifice the fair 
To age and illneſs, becauſe ſet in gold? 
I'll to Don 3 if my heart will let me. 
I have not ſcen him ſince his ſore affliction; 
But ſhunn'd it, as too terrible to bear. 
How mall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. [Ex. Alon. 
Aan. Half my work is done. I mult ſecure 
Don Carles, e er Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 


[ He gives a'meſſage to a ſervant, then returns.) 


Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 

Shake not thy tow'rs where - e' er I paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer ? 
Shake to the centre, if Alonzo's dear. 

Look down, O holy prophet ! ſee me torture 
This Chriſlian dog, this infidel, which dares 
To ſmite thy votarics, and ſpurn thy law; 


Proud, hated Spain! oft drench'd in Meoori/h blood; 
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And yet hopes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 
Which look as they were lighted up for thee! 
Shall he enjoy thy paradiſe below ? 

Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with her charms. 
But ſee the melancholy lover comes. 


Enter Den Carlos. 


Car. Hope, thou halt told me lies from day to day, 
For more than twenty years; vile promiſer! 
None here are happy, but the very fool, 
Or very wiſe ; and I want fool enough, 


Io ſmile in vanities, and hug a ſhadow ; 


Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate 
An artificial happineſs from pains : 
Ev'n joys are pains, becauſe they cannot laſt. LS. . 
Yet much is talk'd of bliſs, it is the art 
Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 
To give it a good name, that fools may cavy ; 
For envy to {mall minds is flattery, _. 
How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile 
Apainſt their cooſciences ? and this we know, 
Yet knowing diſbelieve, and try again 
What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with conviction. 
Each new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend grey threeſcore is but a roucher, 
That thirty told us true. 

Zan. My noble lord, 


I mourn your fate: but are no hopes ſurviving ? 


Car. No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of licel: 


Tis fixt, tis paſt, *tis abſolute deſpair. 


Zane You wanted not to have your heart made tender 


By your own pains to feel a friend's diſtreſs. 


Car. I underſtand you well. Alonz9 loves 3 3 
I pity him. 
Zan. I dare be {worn you do. 


| Yet he has other thoughts. 


Car, What canſt _ mean ? 
C 2 
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Zan, Indeed he has, and fears to aſk a favour Car. W 
A ſtranger from a ſtranger might requeſt, Zan. H 
What coſts you nothing, yet is all to him; 1 dare not 
Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, | Car. K 
For nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. Or . 
Car, I pray be plain: his happineſs i is mine. A worle t 
Zan. He loves to death; but ſo reveres his friend, Zan. 
He can't perſwade his heart to wed the maid, 1 find, Al 
Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk. For Carl: 
In perfect tenderneſs, 1 urg'd him to it, Betray'd 
Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, Than I | 
Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, | Car. 
Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourſelf to wed her ; Zan. 
I wrung a promiſe from him he would try : 'Tis my 
And now I come a mutual friend to both, For had 
Without his privacy, to let you know it, Have d. 
And to prepare you kindly to receive him. Car. 
Car. Ha! if he weds, I am undone indecd: 1 do— 
Not Don Alvares' ſelf can then relieve me. O : wi] 
Zan. Alas! my lord, you know his heart is vel. "Tis Ec 
Tis fixt, "tis paſt, "tis abſelute deſpair. Ah, n 
Car. O cruel heaven! and is it not enough 10 . 
That I muſt never, never ſee her more? G0; H 
Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; N 
But muſt I be tormented in the grave? To ſe 
Aſk my conſent ! muſt I then give her to him? = : 


Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? | 

Oh! Leonora! never, never, never! 4 
Zan. Aſtorm of plagues upon him! he refuſes. [ Aſide. 
Car. What! wed her ?———and to-day ? C 
Zan, To-day, or never. 


To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 0 
And then Hlonzo is thrown out like you; — 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune? = bo, 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. | We. 

Car. O torment ! whither ſhall I turn ? | | 1 


Lan. To peace. By 


Our 


riend, 


cel, 


le. 


Tho' but a day, ſomething perchance may happen 
To ſoften all to friendſhip, and to love. 
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Car, Which is the way ? 
Zan. His happineſs is yours: 
L dare not disbelieve you. 
Car. Kill my friend! 
Or worſe! alas! and can there be a worſe !—— 
A worſe there is; nor can my nature bear it. 
Zan. You have convinc'd me, 'tis a dreadful taſk, 
I find, Alonzo's quitting her this morning 
For Carlos” ſake in tenderneſs to you, 
Betray'd me to believe it leſs ſevere 
Than I perceive it is.— 
Car. Thou doſt upbraid me, 
Zan. No, my good lord, but ſince you can o'r compl 7 
Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it; 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
Have dy'd, as now; but not by your decree. 
Car. By my decree! do I decree his death ? 
I do—ſhall I then lead her to his arms? 
O ! which ſide ſhall 1 take ? be ſtabb'd ? or—ſtab ?— 
'Tis equal death, a choice of agonies — _ 


Ah, no! all other agonies are caſe 
To one—O Leonora /—never, never! 


Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful trial, 


Go, ſtop my friend; let me not ſce him now, 
But ſave us from an interview of death. 
Zan. My lord, I'm bound in duty to obey you 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo proſper. LAſide. 
[Ex. Zan. 
Car. What is this world? thy ſchool, O miſery ! ! 


Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer, 


And he who knows not that, was born for nothing. 
Tho? deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 

My comfort is, each moment takes away 

A grain at leaſt from the dead load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer proſpect of the grave. 

But put it molt ſeverely—ſhould I lire 
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Live long— Alas! there is no length in time; Felt fo 
Not in thy time, O man! what's fourſcore years? Who x 
Nay, what indeed, the age of time itſelf, Tho' v 
Since cut from our eternity's wide round? I gave 
Away then. To a mind reſolv'd and wife, Thoſe 
There is an impotency in miſery, [Whic 
Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in me. They | 
Yet, Leonora —ſhe can make time long, | To {hi 
Its nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine. Alo 
While in the luſtre of her charms I hay, And ſ. 
Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away; 1 kno! 
I years for days, and days for moments told, As the 
And was ſurpris'd to hear that ! grew old ; | Ca: 
Now fate does rigidly its dues regain, | Fair 
And every moment is an age of pain. In ces 
.is he is going out, enter Zanga and Alonzo. Zanga Who 
flops Carlos. Wou 
Zan. Is this Don Carlos? this the boaſted friend ? But 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs ? To f] 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. For 
Whoſe ſorrows thus depreſs him? not his own ; Whi! 
This moment he could wed, without your leave. And 
Car. I cannot yield, nor can I bear his griefs, 4 
Alonzo. [Going lo him and taking his h and. 
Alan. O Carlos! A 
Car. Pray, forbear. | 
Alon. Art thou undone, and fhall 7 ge ſmile | For 
Alonso who perhaps in fome degree Shai 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate? And 
was deputed guardian of thy love; Ricl 
But, Oh! I lov'd myſelf. Tour down afffictions No, 
On this devoted head; make me your mark; | ( 
And de the world by my example taught, Th 
How ſacred it ſhould hold the name of friend. Ant 
Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly; well I know W 
The only cauſe of my ſevere affliction. 5 


Alvarez, curs'd Alvareꝝ — ſo much anguiſn 
Which faultleſs virtue wants. The crime was mine, 


ars? 


n me, 
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Felt for ſo ſmall a failure, is one merit 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail; 
Tho' well I knew that dreadful poſt of honour 
I gave thee to maintain, Ah! who could bear 
Thoſe eyes unhurt? the wounds myſelf have felt, 
(Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thee) 
They plead in thy excuſe; for I too ſtrove 
To ſhun thoſe fires, and found 'twas not in man. 
Alon. You caſt in ſhades the failures of a friend, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 
I know my guilt, and I implore your pardon, 
As the ſole glimpſe I can obtain of peace. 
Car. Pardon for him, who but this morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath'd 
In ceaſeleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love? 
Who, like a roſe-lJeaf wet with morning dew, 
Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there ? 
But 'twas in thee, thro' fondneſs to thy friend, 
To ſhut thy boſom againſt ecſtacies; AE 
For which, whilſt this pulſe beats, it beats to thee, 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonzo, 
And every with is level'd at thy joy. 
Zan. to Alon. ] My lord, my lord, this 1s your 
time to ſpeak. 
Alon. to Zan.) Becauſe he's kind? it therefore is 
the worlt ;. 
For 'tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt. 
Shall the ſame moment ſce him fink in woes, 


And me providing for a flood of j Joys, 


Rich in the plunder of his happineſs ? 


No, I may die; but I can never ſpeak. 


Car. Now, now it comes! they are concerting it, 
The firſt word ſtrikes me dead—O Leonora! 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant breath ? 
Who knows what after-time may bring to paſs ? 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her ſtill. [A/gd-. 
Alon. To Zan. Do I not ſee him quite rr 
Vith anguiſh, : 
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Car. Alas! my friend, why with ſuch eager graſp 
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Which, like a demon, writhes him to and fro; 
And ſhall I pour in new? no, fond deſire, 

No, love! one pang at parting, and farewel. 

I have no other love but Carlas now. 


Doſt preſs my hand, and weep upon my check ? 
Alon. If after death our forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 


And friends meet friends, and read each other's hearts, 
Thou'lt know one day, that thou waſt held moſt dear, 
Farewel. 


Car. Alonzo, ſtay —he cannot ſpeak—[ Holds him. 


Leſt it ſhould grieve me — ſhall I be out-done ? 
And loſe in glory, as I loſe in love? 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When well I know your heart is next to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you 2. 
Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and life. 

Alen. There, there it is, my friend, it cuts me there, 
How dreadful is it to a gen'rous mind 
To alk, when ſure it cannot be deny'd ! 


Car. 


How greatly thought! in all he tow'rs above 


LAlide. 


me. 


Then you confeſs you would aſk enn of me. 


Aon. No, on my ſoul. 


Zan. to Alonzo.) Then looſe hes. 


Car. Glorious ſpirit ! 


Why, what a pang has he run through for this ! 
By heav'n, 1 envy him his agomes. 
Why was not mine the molt illuſtrious lot, 
Of {tarting at one action from below, 
And flaming up into conſummate greatneſs ? 
Ha ! angels, ſtrengthen me !—it ſhall be ſo— 
l can't want ſtrength, Great actions, once conceiv'd, 
Strengthen. like wine, and animate the ſoul, 


And call themſelves to being. 


({/iae.] My Alonzo! 


Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 
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Receive with favour that I make to thee. 
Alon. What means my Carlos? 

Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Aoarez tore her from my heart, 


Aad plucking up my love, they had well nigh 


Pluck'd up life too, for they were twin'd together. 
Of that no more—what now does reaſon bid ? 

| cannot wed———farewel my happineſs ; 

But, O my ſoul, with care provide for her's. 

In life, how weak, how helpleſs is a woman! 


Soon hurt, in happineſs itſelf unſafe, 


And often wounded while ſhe placks the roſe; 


So properly the object of affliction, 


That Heav'n is pleas'd to make diſtreſs become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in tears. | 
Take then my heart in dow'ry with the fair. 

Be thou her guardian, and thou mult be mine. 

Shut out the thouſand preſſing ills of life 


With thy ſurrounding arms—Do this, and then 


Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ſt me, 

As little things, as eſſays of thy goodneſs, 

And rudiments of friendſhip ſo divine. 

Alon. There is a grandeur in thy goodneſs to me, 

Which with thy foes would render thee ador'd. 

But have a care, nor think I can be pleas'd 

With any thing that lays in pains for thee. 

Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy heart's in tears. 

Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their 
round, 

And at my eye pleaſure Jooks out in ſmiles. 
Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora? 
Car. I vo not part with her, I pre her thee. 
Alon, O Carlos. | 
Car. Don't diſtruſt me, I'm ſincere. 

Nor is it more than ſimple juſtice in me. 

This mor n didſt thou reſign her for my ſake; 

I but perform a virtue learnt from thee ; 
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Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes, 
Alon. Ah, how? but think not ever words were made 
For ſuch occaſions. Silence, tears, embraces, 
Are languid eloquence: Il ſcek relief 
In abſence from the pain of ſo much goodneſs, 
There thank the bleſt above, thy ſole ſuperiors, 
Adore, and raiſe my thoughts of them by thee. [ Exit, 
Zan. Thus far ſucceſs has crown'd my boldeſt hope. 
My next care is to haſten theſe new nuprtials, 
And then my maiter-works begin to play. [| A/ide. 
Why this was greatly done, without one ſigh [To Car, 
To carry ſuch a glory to its period, 


Car. Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone, and now This co 


I muſt unſluice my over-burden'd heart, 
And let it flow. I would not grieve my friend 
With tears; nor interrupt my great deſign, 
Great ſure as ever human breaſt durſt think of. 
But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their confinement with impetuous ſway, 
O'er-ſwell all bounds, and bear e'en life away, 
So till the day was won, the Greek renown'd 
With anguiſh wore the arrow in his wound, 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd ſide, 
Let guſh the torrent of his blood, and dy'd.[ Exeunt, 


A III. SCENE I. 


Enter Zanga and Iſabella. 


Z ANG A. TD. 
O JOY, thou welcome ſtranger ! twice three years 
I have not felt thy vital beam; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart; 
A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the ground, 
And I could mount the ſpirits numberleſs 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me.— 
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o bridegroom! great indeed thy preſent bliſs ; 
Yet cv'n by me uncnvy'd; for be ſure 
It is thy lait, thy laſt tmiie, that which now 
Sits on thy check; enjoy it while thou may'ſt; 
Anguith, and groans, and death beſpeak ro-morrow. 
My Habella! 

{ſ1h. What commands my Maor? 

Jan. My fair ally! my lovely miniſter ! 
'Twas well {[vares, by my arts impell'd, 
(ro plunge Don Carlos in the laſt deſpair, 
And ſo prevent all future moleſtation) 
Finiſh'd the nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd them: 


Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, 
When I, by ſacred inſpiration, forg'd 
That letter, which I truſted to thy hand; 
That letter, which in glowing terms conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Lecnora, 
The moſt profound acknowledgment of heart, 
For wond'rous tranſports, which he never knew. 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 
Lab. I quickly dropt it in the bride” 8 apartment, 
As you commanded. 
Zan, With a lucky hand; 
For ſoon Alonzo found it; I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret ſand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his ſight, 
When he, as if an arrow pierc 'd his eye, 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghalt a while my victim ſtood, 
Diſguis'd a ſigh or two, and puff d them from him: 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look'd, as if he meant to read it; 
But check'd by riſing fears, he cruſh'd it thus, 
And thruſt it, like an adder, in his boſom. 
1/ab. But if he read it not, it cannot ſting dim, 


At leaſt not mortally. 
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Zan. At firſt I thought it ſo; 

But farther thought informs me otherways, 

And turns this diſappointment to account. 

He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, 

(If 's unſeen) as thou anon may'ſt find. 

ab. That would indeed commend my Zanga's ſkill. 

Lan. This, Iſabella, is Don Carlos picture; 

Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that found, 

It may raiſe up a witneſs of her love, 

Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 

Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
Iſab. I'll weigh it as its conſequence requires, 
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Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. [Exit Iſabella. 


Zan. Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the ground? 
Now he ſtarts up like flame from ſleeping embers, 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 

If thus a flight ſurmiſe can work his ſoul, 
How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him! 


Enter Alonzo. 


Alon. Ard yet it cannot bei am deceiv'd— 

I injure her: ſhe wears the face of heav'n. 
Zan. He doubts. [Aſide. 
Alon. I dare not look on this again. 

If the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 

Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 

The certainty would daſh me all in pieces. 

I cannot—ha ! it muſt, it muſt be true. [ Starts. 
Zan, Hold thege, and we ſucceed. He has 1 

me. 

And (for he knows I 3 him) will unfold 

His aching heart, and reſt it on my counſel. 

II ſcem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure. LA. 
Alon. Hold, Zanga, turn. 
Jan. My Jord, 
alen. Shut cloſe the * 

That not a ſpirit find an entrance here. 
Zan. My lord's obey'd. 
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Aon. I ſee that thou art frighted. 
If thou do'ſt love me, I ſhall fill thy heart 
With ſcorpions ſtings. 
Zan. If I do love, my lord? 
| Alon. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy boſom, 
. (What pillow like the boſom of a friend?) 
For I am lick at heart. 
Jan. Speak, fir, O ſpeak, 
And take me from the rack. 
Alan. And is there need 
Of words ? behold a wonder ! ſee my tears ! 
Zan. I feel them too. Heav'n grant my ſenſes fail me! 
I rather would loſe them, than have this real. 
.þ Alon. Go, take a round through all oO in thy 
VU thought, 
And find that one; for there is only one 
Which could extort my tears; find that, and tell 
| Thyſelf my miſery, and ſpare me the pain. 
I Zan. Sorrow can think but ill —— 1 am een > 
I know not where I am. 
& Alon. Think, think no more. 
It ne'er can enter in an honeſt heart. 
. | I'll tell thee then — I cannot — yet I do, 


By wanting force to give it utterance. 
Zan. Speak, eaſe your heart; its throbs will break 
your boſom. 
Alon. I am moſt happy ; mine is victory, 
| Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, 
| And great men make their fortunes of my ſmiles. 
| O curſe of curſes! in the lap of bleiſing 
Tuo be moſt curſt ! — my Leonora's falſe ! 
Lan, Save me, my lord. | 
| Alon, My Leonora's falſe. [Gives him the letter. 
Zan. Then heav'n has loſt its image here on earth. 
[hile Zanga reads the letter, he trembles and 
| heut the utmoſt concern. 
Alon. Good-natur'd man! he makes my pains his own. 


© - REVENGE. 


1 durſt not read it, but I read it now A lette 
In thy concern. | Of ſuc 
Zan. Did you not read it then ? One W 
-71on. Mine eye juſt rouch'd it, and could bear no more. | Think 
Zan. Thus periſh all that gives Alonzo pain. 1 Away 

| [Tears the letter. All's 

Jon. Why didſt thou tear it? _ | Al 
Zan. Think of it no more. | 4 
*T was your miſtake, and groundleſs are your fears. | For 
loan. And didit thou tremble then for my miſtake? Make 
Or give the whole contents, or by the pangs | With 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. Has 
Zan. Is this Alonzo's lauguage to his Zanga ? Is n. 
Draw forth your {word, and find the ſecret here. Her 
For whoſe ſake is it, think you, I conceal it? J 
Wherefore this rage ? becauſe I ſeek your peace? | Th 
I have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 
But what good-natur'd tendernels for you W 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart | Ag 
That will be rent in two, not mine the ſame , Sul 
That will be damn'd, tho' all the world ſhould know it. | Ar 
Alan. Then my worlt fears are true, and life is paſt. "y 
Zan, What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter'd ? V 


I know not what; but rage is our diſtraction, 
And all its words are wind—yet ſure, I think, 


| nothing own'd—but grant I did confeſs, | E 

What is a letter? letters may be forg'd. LAſide. | . 

For heav'n's ſweet ſake, my lord, lift up your heart. | \ 

Some foe to your repoſe , | 
Alon. So heav'n look on me, | | 


As I can't find the man I have offended. | 
Lan. Indeed! (Aſide.) Our innocence is not our 
ſhield. 
They take offence, who have not been offended; 4 
They ſeek our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 
And death is often ambuſh'd in their ſmiles. 
We know not whom we have to fear. Tis certain 
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A letter may be forg'd, and in a point 
Of ſuch a dreadfal conſequence as this, 


One would rely on nought that might be falſe— 
Think, have you any other cauſe to doubt her !— 


Away, you can find none. Reſume your ſpirit, 
All's well again. | 

Alon, O that it were! 

Jan. It is; 
For who wid credit- dat; which credited, 
Makes hell ſuperfluous by ſuperior pains, 


Without ſuch proofs: as cannot be withſtood ? 


Has ſhe not ever been to virtue train'd ? 
Is not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſun, 
Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain ? 

Alon, O Zanga! it is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in oppoſition to appearance—— . 

Zan. No more, my lord, for you condemn e | 
What is abſurdity, but to believe 
Againſt appearance ?—you can't yet, 1 find, 


Subdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe; 
And, truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me. 


Tis fit our indiſcretions ſhould be check'd, 
With ſome degrees of pain. 

Alon. What indiſcretion ? 

Zan. Come, you muſt bear to hear your faults from 
Had you not ſent Don Carlos to the court (me. 
The night before the battle, that foul ſlave, 
Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives yon ps, 
Had wanted footing for his villainy. 

Alon. I ſent him not. 

Zan. Not ſend him !—ha !—that rikes me. 


I thought he came on meſſage to the king. 


Is there another cauſe could juſtify 

His ſhunning danger, and the promis'd fight? 
But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; - 

So long an abſence, and impatient love 


D 2 


22 THE REVENGE. 


Alon. In my confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me. 
By hcav'n, my wounded ſoul does bleed afreſh; 
'Tis clear as day—tfor Carlas is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour'd of the face of death. 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, 
But for the tranſports ?—C, it muſt be ſo— 
Inhuman, by the loſs of his own honour, 
To buy the ruin of his friend ! 
Zan. You wrong him; 
He knew not of your love, 
Alon. Ha! : 
Zan. That ſtings home. Ade. 
Alon. Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous love — 
Proofs riſe on proofs, and {till the laſt the ſtrongeſt, 
Th' eternal Jaw of things declares it true, 
W hich calls for judgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilt, 
And loves to make our crime our puniſhment. 
Love is my torture, love was firſt my crime; | 
For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror!) 
Confided all in me. O facred faith! 
How dearly I abide thy violation! 
Zan. Were then their loves far gone? 
Alon. The father's will 
There bore a total ſway; and he, as ſoon 
As news arriv'd that Carlos? fleet was ſeen 
From off our coaſt, fir'd with the love of gold, 
Determin'd, that the very ſun which ſaw 
Carlos return, ſhould ſee his daughter wed. 


Zan. Indeed, my lord, then you muſt ns me, 


If I preſume to mitigate the crime. 
Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt ; 
Long was his abſence, ardent was his love, 
At midnight his return, the next day deſtin'd 
For his eſpouſals— twas a ſtrong temptation. 
Alon. Temptation! 
Zan. Twas but gaining of one night, 
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Alan. One night ! 

Zan, That crime could ne'er return again. 

Alon. Again! by heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy lord, 
Temptation! one night gain d! O ſtings and death! 
And am I then undone ? alas, my Zanga! 

And doſt thou own it too? deny it (till, 
And reſcue me one moment from diſtraction. 

Zan, My lord, I hope the belt. 

Alon, Falſe, fooliſh hope, 

And inſolent to me! thou know'ſt it falſe ; 


It is as glaring as the noon-tide ſun, 


Devil; this morning, after three years coldneſs, 
To ruth at once into a paſhon for me! 

"Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
When her firſt fool was ſated with her beauties. 
Zan, What ſays my lord? did Leonora then 

Never before diſcloſe her paſſion for you? 
Alon, Never. 
Zan, Throughout the whole three years? 1.— 
Alon. O never! never! 


Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſt thou ſtrive? *tis all in vain! 


Tho” thy ſoul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging down 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms in deſpair, 
Zan. Hold, fir, I'll break your fall — wave ew'ry fear, 
And be a man again —had he enjoy'd her, 
Be moſt aſſur'd, he had reſign'd her to > you 
With leſs reluctance. 
Alon. Ha! reſign her to me 
Reſign her !—who reſign'd her ?—double death! 


How could 1 doubt ſo long? my heart is broke, 


Firſt love her to diſtraction! then reſign her! 
Zan. But was it not with utmoſt agony? | 
Alon, Grant that, he (till reſign'd her, that's enough. ; 


Would he pluck out his eye to give it me ? 


Tear out his heart ? — ſhe was his heart no more — 


Nor was it with reluQance he refign'd her. 
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By heav'n, he aſk'd, he courted me to wed. 
I thought it ſtrange; 'tis now no longer ſo, 
Lan. Was't his requelt ? are you right ſure of that? 
I fear the letter was not all a tale. 
Alon. A tale! there's proof equivalent to ſight. 
Zan. I ſhould diſtruſt my ſight on this occaſion. 
Alon. And ſo mould 1; by heav'n 1 think 1 ſhould, 
What, Leonora the divine, by whom 
We gueſs'd at angels? O! I'm all confuſion. 
Zan. Yon are now too much ruffled to think clearly. 
Since bliſs and horror, life and death hang on it, 
Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh 
Each circumſtance; conſider, above all, 
That it is jealouſy's peculiar nature | 
To ſwell ſmall things to great; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its reaſon, 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 
an. Had ] ten thouſand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiv'd. I fear tis doomſday with me; 
And yet ſhe ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought heav'n 
Borrow'd her form for virtue's {elf to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. [Exit Alon. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Zan. Thus far it works auſpiciouſly. My patient 


Thrives underneath my hand in miſery. 
He's gone to think, that is, to be diſtracted. 
Jab. I overheard your conference, and ſaw you, 
To my amazement, tear the letter. 
. | 
There, Iſabella, 1 out-did m yſelf. 
For tearing 1t, I not ſecure it only 
In its firſt force; but ſuperadd a new. 
For who can now the character examine 
To cauſe a doubt, much leſs detect the fraud? 
And after tearing it, as loth to ſhew | 
The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now. 
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A forgery, my lord would disbeheve me, 
Nay more would disbelicve, the more I ſwore, 
But is the picture happily diſpos'd of ? 
Had, tis.” 
Zan, That's well—ah ! what 1s well ? O pang to 
think ! 
O dire neceſſity ! 1s this my province ? 
Whither, my ſoul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 
Beneath thy ſphere ? e're while, far, far above 


Such little arts, diſſemblings, falhoods, frauds, 


The traſh of villuiny itſelf, which falls 
To cowards and poor wretches wanting bread, 
Does this become a ſoldier? this become 
Whom armies follow'd, and a people lov'd ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought. 
But great my end; and ſince there are no other, 
Theſe means are juſt, they ſhine with borrow'd light, 
Illuſtrious from the purpoſe they purſue. 
And greater ſure my merit, who to gain 
A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk ſuſtain; 
To wade thro' ways obſcene, my honour bend, 
And ſhock my nature, to attain my end. 
Late time ſhall wonder; that my joys will raiſe ; 
For wonder is involuntary praiſe. 


ACT W. SCENE. L 


Enter Alonzo and Zanga. 


ALONE D., 5 
WHAT a pain to think ! when every thought, 
Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs, 

And reaſon knits th' inextricable toil, 


In which herſelf is taken ! J am loſt, 
Poor inſet that I am, I am involv'd, 


And bury'd in the web myſelf have wrought. 
One argument 1s balanc'd by another, 


And reaſon, reaſon meets in doubriul fight, 
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And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs, 
No more [I'll bear this battle of the mind, 
This inward anarchy ; but find my wife, 
And to her trembling heart preſenting death, 
Force all the ſecret from her, 

Zan. O forbear! 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 

Alon. What doſt thou mean ? 

Zan. That will diſcover all, 
And kill my hopes, what can I think or do ? 

Alon. What doſt thou murmur ? 

Zan, Force the ſecret from her! 

What's perjury to ſuch a crime as this? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then! O groundleſs hope! 
But reſt aſſur'd, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 

Or falſe or true, your ruin with the king; 
Such is her father's power. 

Alon. No more, 1 care not; 
Rather than groan beneath this load, 1'1] die. 


ULAlde. 


Zan. But for what better will you change this load? 


Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe ? 


Alon. No, it would cure me of my mortal pangs ; 


By hatred and contempt, I ſhould deſpiſe her; 

And all my love-bred agonies would vaniſh. 

Zan, Ah! were I ſure of that, my * 
Ahn. What then? 


Zan. You ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret. 


Alen. What doſt thou mean? thou know'ſt I'm on 


the rack; * 

7 not be play d with; ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Or I this inſtant fly to Tents: 

Zan. That is, to death. My lord, 1 am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it, 
Tho' gone too far, heav'n knows—'tis I am 
I have took pains, as you I know cbſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 
And turn'd aſide your thoughts from the detection. 
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Alhau. Thou doſt confound me. 
Zan. I confound myſelf, 
And frankly own, though to my ſhame I own it, 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The ſecret out, and made me own my crime. 
Ain. Speak quickly; Zanga, ſpeak. 
Zan, Not yet, dread (ir: 
Firſt I mult be afſur'd, that if you find 


The fair one guilty, Ga, as you affur'd me, 


Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your foul, 
Alon. O! ttwill, by heav'n. 
Zau. Alas! I fear it much, 

And ſcarce can hope ſo far; but I of this 

Exact your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain 

From all ſelf- violence, and ſave my lord. 

Alon. I trebly ſwear. 

Zan. You'll bear it like a man? 
Alon. A god. 
Zan. Such have you been to me, theſe tears wakes; it, 


And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: 


And what amends is now within my pow'r, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 
And as a bleſſing claim my puniſhment? 
Know then, Don Carlos. 

Alon. Oh! 

Zan. You cannot bear it. 

Alon. Go on, I'll have it, tho? it blaſt mankind ; 
I'll have it all, and inſtantly. Go on. 

Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night— 


Enter Leonora. 
Leon. My lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 
And quite undo our joy. | 
Alon. I'll come, my love: 


| Be not our friends deſerted by us vow; 


I'll follow you this moment. 
Leon, My good lord, 
I do obſerve ſeverity of thonght 
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Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the Moors ? 

Alon. No, my delight, 

Lein. What then employ'd your mind? 

Alon, Thou, love, and only thou; ſo heav'n be- 

friend me, | 
As other thought can find no entrance here. 

Leon. How good in you, my lord, whom nations cares 

Solicit, and a world in arms obeys, 
To drop one thought on me! 
[He ſhews the utmoſt impatience. 

Alen. Doſt thou then prize it? 

Leon. Do you then aſk it? 

Alon. Know then to thy comfort, 

Thou haſt me all, my throbbing heart is full 

With thee alone, I've thought of nothing elle ; 

Nor ſhall, I from my ſoul believe, till death, 

My life, our friends expect thee. 
Leon, 1 obey. [Exit Leonora. 
Alon. Is that the face of curs'd hypocriſy ? 

If ſhe is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 

And beauty ſhall no more belong to heav'n,— 

Don Carlos did return at dead of night : 

Proceed, good Zanga, ſo thy tale began. 

Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night; 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did I 
Command the watch that guards the palace gate. 

He told me he had letters for the *, 
Diſpatch'd from you. 

Alon. The villain ly'd, 

Zan. My lord, 

I pray forbear — tranſported at this ſight, 
After ſo long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could ſuſpe& him of an artifice ?) 

No farther I inquir'd, but let him paſs, 
Falſe to my truſt, at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our watch reliev'd, I went into the garden, 
As is my cuſtom, when the night's ſerene, 
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And took a moon-light walk: when ſoon J heard 


A ruſtling in an arbour that was near me. 

I ſaw two lovers in each other's arms, 
Embracing and embrac'd. Anon the man 
Aroſe, and falling back ſome paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently a while, then ruſh'd at once, 
And throwing all himſelf into her boſom, 

There loftly fgh'd; © O night of ecſtaſy ! 

«© When ſhall we meet again?“ Don Carles then 


Led Les::ora forth. 


Hon. O! O my heart! [He finks into a chair. 

Zan. Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my ſoul. 
'Tis thro' his heart, his knees ſmite one another; 
'Tis thro' his brain, his eye-balls roll in anguiſh, 22 


My lord, my lord, why will you rack my ſoul? 


Speak to me, let me know that you ſtil] live. 

Do you not know me, fir? pray look upon me; 

You think too deepiy, I am your own Zanga, 

So lov'd, ſo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to you, — 
Where (ſtart you in ſuch fury? nay, my lord, 

For heav'n's ſake ſheath your ſword! what can this mean? 
Fool that I was, to truſt you with the ſecret; 


And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
O paſhon for a woman! on the ground? 


Where is your boaſted courage ? where your ſcorn, 

And prudent rage that was to cure your grief, 

And chaſe your love-bred agonies away ? 

Riſe, ſir, for honour's ſake. Why ſhould the Moors, 

Why ſhould the vanquiſh'd, triumph ? 
Alon. Would to Heav'n, | 

That I were lower {till ! O ſhe was all! 

My fame, my friend{hip, and my love of arms; 

All ſtoop'd to her, my blood was her poſſeſſion. 

Deep in the ſecret foldingsygof my heart 

She liv'd with life, and far the dearer ſhe, 

But — and no more ſet nature in a blaze; 

Give her a fit of jealouſy — away 
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To think on't is the torment of the damn'd; 
And not to think on't, is impoſſible, 

How fair the cheek, that firſt alarm'd my ſoul ! 
How bright the eye, that ſets it on a flame! 
How ſoft the breaſt, on which I laid my peace 
For years to ſlumber, unawak'd by care! 

How fierce the tranſport! how ſublime the bliſs ! 
How deep, how black the horror, and deſpair ! 
Zan, You ſaid, you'd bear it like a man. 

Alon. 1 do. 5 
Am I not molt diſtracted? 
Zan, Pray be calm. | | 
Alen. As hurricanes : be thou aſſur'd of that. 
Zan. Is this the wiſe 4/9120 ? 
Alon. Villain, no. 
He dy'd in th' arbour, he was murder'd there; 
I am his demon tho —my wife! my wife !— 
Zan. Alas! he weeps. 
Alon. Go, dig her grave. 
Zan, My lord! 
Alon. But that her blood's too hot, I would carouſe it 

Around my bridal board. | | 
Zan. And I would pledge thee. [A/ide. 
Alon. But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, 

And reaſon mildly.— Wedded and undone 

Before one night deſcends 0 haſty evil! 

What friend to comfort me in this extreme! 

Where's Carlos? why is Carlos abſent from me? 

Does he know what has happen'd? 

Lan. My good lord! 

Alon. O depth of horrors ! --he ! -- my boſom friend! 
Zan. Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my lord. 

Alon. To death. 

Gaze on her awith both eyes fo ardently ! 

Cive them to vultures, tear them all in pieces ! 
Zan. Moſt excellent! [ Afde.. 
Alon. Hark! You can keep a ſecret, 

In yonder arbour bound with jeſſamin, 


Who's 


Tear t 
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Who's that? what villain's that? unhand her 
murder! 
Tear them aſunder — murder — how they grind 


My heart betwixt them! — O let go my heart! 


Yet let it go — embracing and embrac'd ! 
O peſtilence! who let him in? a traitor, 
[Gs to ſtab Zanga, he prevents him, 
Alas! my head turns round, and my limbs fail me. 
Zan, My lord ! 
Alon. O villain, villain, moſt ated 
If thou did'ſt know it, why did'ſt let me wed ? 
Zan, Hear me, my lord, . your anger will abate, 
I knew it not, I ſaw them in the garden; 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 
To ſee in lovers deſtin'd for each other. 
By Heav'n, I thought their meeting innocent. 
Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue? 
Till after-proofs conſpire to blacken it; 4 
Sad proofs, which came too late, which broke not out 
(Eternal curſes on Alvarez” haſte) 


Till holy rites had made the wanton yours ; 


And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, 
In duty, and compaſſion to your peace. 
Alon. Live now, be damn'd hereafter; for I want thee, 
ha! was't not ſo? 
I will enjoy this murder let me think —— 
The jeſs'min bow'r, tis ſecret and remote ; 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 
[Exit Zanga, 
How the ſweet ſound Rill ſings within my ear! 
When ſhall aue meet again? to-night, in hell. 


As he is going, enter Leonora. 
Ha! I'm ſurpriz'd, I ſtagger at her charms, 
O angel-devil! — ſhall I ſtab her now? 
No, it ſhall be as I had firſt determin'd : 
To kill her now were * my vengeance loſt. 
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Then I muſt now diſſemble—if I can. 


Le:n. My lord, excuſe me; ſee, a ſecond tme | is 
I come in embaſſy from all your friends, : | Wne 
M hoſe joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. And 
Alon. This moment, Leonora, I was coming Wh) 
To thee, and all — but ſure, or I miſtake, And 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my friends with joy. And 
Leon. Why ſighs my lord? And 
Alon. I ſigh'd not, Leonora. [ 
Len. I thought you did; your ſighs are mine, my Ac 
lord, | Or 
And I ſhall feel them all. . 
Alon. Do'ſt flatter me? | ] 
Leon. If my regards for you are flattery, | Is t 
Full far indeed I ſtretch'd the EN I a 
In this day's folemn rite, W 
Alon. What mte? © | Yo 
Leon, You ſport me. | Na 
Alan. Indeed I do; my heart is full of mirth. 
Lean. And ſo is mine — !] look on chearfulneſs, Ar 
As on the health of virtue. | H. 
Alon. Virtue! — damn — T 
Lean. What ſays my lord? L 
Alen. Thou art exceeding fair. U 
Lean. Beauty alone is but of little worth; B 
But when the ſoul and body of a piece, A 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a price, 1 
And are a tit reward for gallant actions, 9 " 
Heas'n's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours ; Y 
If fair and innocent, I am your due, 8 
Alon. Innocent! 


[A4/ede. a 4 
Leon. How! my lord! I interrupt you. | 


Alin. No, my beſt life, I muſt not part with thee, 
This hand is mine. O! what a hand is here! 
So ſoft, ſouls ſink into it, and are loſt! 

Leon. In tears, My lord : 


Alen. What left can ſpeak my joy! * 


"> 
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I gaze, and I forget my own exiſtence ; 


Tis all a viſion, my head ſwims in heav'n. 


Wherefore? O! wherefore this expence of beauty ? 
And wherefore ? O —— 
Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever, 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming thunderbolt, 
And hurl deſtruction. . 

Lean. How, my lord! what mean you? 
Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your love. 

Alon. Art thou concern'd for me? 

Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs of your nuptial hour? 
I am ill- us'd, my lord, I mult not bear it, 
Why, when I woo your hand, 1s it deny'd me ? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to ſhun me ? 
Ny. my good lord, I have a title here, 4 

(Taking his vans. 

And I will have it. Am I not your wife? 
Have I not juſt authority to know 
That heart, which 1 have purchas'd with my own? 
Lay it before me then, it is my due. 
Unkind Alonzo, tho' I might demand it, 
Behold, I kneel! ſee, Leonora kneels, 
And deigns to be a beggar for her own! 
Tell me the ſecret, I conjure you tell me. 


The bride foregoes the homage of her day, 
Alvarez daughter trembles in the duſt. 

Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or I expire, 

And load you with my death. My lord — my lor! 


Alon. Ha! ha! ha! [He breaks from ber, a. od. 
ſhe finks upon the floor. 
Lone. Are hats the Joys which fondly I conceiy'd ? 
And 1s it thus a wedded life begins ? 
What did I part with, when I gave my heart ? 
I knew not that all happineſs went with it. 
| | 
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Why did I leave my tender father's wing, 

And venture into love? the maid that loves, 

Goes out to ſea upon a ſhatter'd plank, 

And puts her truſt in miracles for ſafety, 

Where ſhall I ſigh ? Where pour out my eomplater | ? 


He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ſhould redreſs, 


He is the ſource of all. 
Alon. Go to thy chamber, 
1 ſoon will follow; that which now diſturbs thee 
Shall be clear'd up, and thou ſhalt not condemn me. 
[ Exit Leonora. 
O, how like innocence ſhe looks ! what, ſtab her, 
And ruſh her into blood? — I never can. 
In her, guilt ſhines, and nature holds my hand. 
How then? why thus — no more, it is determin'd, 


Enter Zanga, 


"am, I fear his heart has fail'd him. She muſt die, 
Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, 
To ſting out human nature, and effe& it ? 
Alon. This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing ſun, 
Thoſe ſkies thro” which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man? the ſmalleſt part of nothing. 


Day buries day, month, month, and year the year; | 


Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 
Can then death's ſelf be fear d? our life much rather: 
Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude, 
Death joins us to the great majority: 
*T1s to be born to Plates, and to mn ad 
Tis to be great for erer: 
Tis pleaſure, tis ambition ther: to die. 
Zan. I think, * lord, you talk'd of death, 
Alen. I did. 
Zan. I give thee joy, then Leowora? s dead, 
Alon. No, Zanga, no, the greateſt guilt is mine, 
*Tis mine, who might have mark'd his midnight viſit, 
Who might have mark'd his tameneſs to reſign her, 
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Who might have mark'd her ſudden turn of love : 
Theſe, and a thouſand tokens more; and yet, 


(For which the ſaints abſolve my ſoul) did wed. 
Zan, Where does this tend ? 


15 Alon. To ſhed a woman's blood | 
2 Would ſtain my ſword, and make my wars inglorious; 
KS. : 


But juſt reſentment to myſelf bears in it 
A ſtamp of greatneſs above vulgar minds. 
Me who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does in ſome ſort that reaſon deity, 
And take a flight at heav'n. 
Zan. Alas! my lord, 
*Tis not your reaſon, but her beauty finds 
Thoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword, 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is fo bright, | 
You cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is ſo ſoft, 
That has ten thouſand ecſtaſies in ſtore - 
For Carlos ? —no, my lord, 1 mean for you. 
Alon. O!] thro' my hcart, and marrow! pr'ythee 
ſpare me; | 
| Nor more upbraid the weakneſs of thy lord. 
| I own, I try'd, I quarrell'd with my heart, 
| And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her death; 
| But O! her eyes {truck firſt, and murder'd me. 
Zan. 1 know not what to anſwer to my lord. 
Men are but men; we did not make ourſelves. 
Farewel then, my beſt lord, ſince you mult die. 
O that I were to ſhare your monument, 
And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eycs 
Againſt thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer ! 
Alon. What do' g thou mean? | 
| | Zan, And is it then unknown? 
1 O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 
N Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you, 
| Elſc could you doubt when you are laid in duſt 
But it will cut my poor heart thro' and thro? 
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To ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, 

Who brought you thither by their lawleſs loves: 
For there they')] revel, and exult to find 

Him fleep ſo faſt, who elſe would marr their joys. 


Alon. Diſtraction! but Don Carlos, well thou know'ſt, 


Is ſheath'd in ſteel, and bent on other thoughts. 
Zan. I'll work him to the murder of his friend; 
Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, 


While her laſt kiſs ſtill glows upon his check, Cite | 


But when he finds Aleuzo is no more, 

How will he ruſh like light'ning to her arms! 

There fi igh, there Janguiſh, there pour out his ſoul; 

But not in grief —ſad obſequies to thee 

But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, nor hear 

The burning kiſs, the ſigh of ecſtaſy, | 

Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another : 

Thank Heav'n, theſe torments will be all my own. 
Alen. I'll caſe thee of that pain, Let Carlos die; 

O'ertake him on the road, and ſce it done. 

*Tis my command. [Gives his frgnet. 
Zan. I dare not diſobexy. 
Alon. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 
Zan. Ah! fir, think, think again. Are all men buried 

In Carlos grave? you know not womankind. | 

When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 

The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 

Each man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 

Alen. That thought has more of hell than had the 
= former. | 

Another, and another, and another ! 

And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb ! 

1 am convinc'd; I mult not, will not dic. | 
Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her, 

What then remains? in nature no third way, 

But to forget, and fo to love again. 

Alon. Oh! 


Lan, If yo forgive, the world will call you good; 
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If you forget, the world will call you w/e; 
If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, very, very kind. 
Alon. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies, 
Tho' my arm tremble at the ſtroke, ſhe dies. 
Zan. That's truly great. What think you 'twas ſect 


The Greek and Roman name in ſuch a luſtre; (up 


But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, 


Shutting their ears to all her little cries, 


When great, auguſt, and god - like juſtice call'd ? - 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a daughter's life, 

And gain'd more glory than by all his wars; 
Another flew a fiſter in juſt rage ; 

A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 

Gave to the cruel ax a darling ſon. 


Nay more, for juſtice ſome devote 3 


As he at Carthage, an immortal name! 
Yet there is one ſtep left above em all, 


Above their hiſtory, above their fable, 


A wife, bride, miſtreſs unenjoy'd—do that, 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 

Alon. Tis done—again new tranſports fire my brain; 
J had forgot it, tis my bridal night. 
Friend, give me joy, we muſt be gay together, 


Sce that the feſtival be duly honour'd. 


And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, 
And muſic gives her elevating ſound, 

And golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, 

And a new day the blazing tapers pour, 

Thou, Zanga, then my ſolemn friends invite, 

From the dark realms of everlaſting night; 

Call vengeance, call the furies, call deſpair, 
And death, our chief invited gueſt, be there; 

He with pale hand ſhall lead the bride, and ſpread 

Eternal curtains round our nuptial bed. [Exeunt. 
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ACT J. SCENE 1 


Enter Alonzo. 


ALONZ 9. 
O PITIFUL! o terrible to fight! 
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Poor mangled ſhade, all cover'd o'er with wounds, 


And ſo diſguis'd with blood! who murder'd thee ? 
Tell thy ſad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng'd. 
Ha! Carlos? — horror! Carlos? — O away! 
So to thy grave, or let me fink to mine. 

I cannot bear the ſight — what ſight? where am 1? 
There's nothing here — if this was fancy's work, 
She draws a picture ſtrongly. 


Enter Tanga. 

"Faw Ha! — you're pale. 
Alon. Is Carlos murder'd? 
Zan. I obey'd your order, 
Six rufhans overtook him on the road; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he flew, 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds to death, 
His laſt breath bleſt .4/znzs, and deſir'd 

His bones might reſt near yours. 
Alon. O Zane ZLanga !—— 
But I'll not think, for 1 muſt act, and thinking 
Would ruin me for action. O the medley 
Of right and wrong! the chaos in my brain! 
He ſhould, and ſhould not die — you ſhould obey, 
And not obe it is a day of darkneſs, 
Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 
Where's Leanora then? quick, anſwer me. 
I'm deep in horrors, il be deeper ſtill. 
I find, thy artifice did take effect; 
And ſhe forgives my late deportment to her, 


Zan. I told her, from your childhood you was wont, 


On any great ſurprize, but chicfly then 
When cauſe of ſorrow bore ut company, 
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To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon, 


A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er. 
Then did I tell her of Don Carlos' death, 

( Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell) 

And laid the blame on that. At firit ſhe doubted; 
But ſuch the honeſt arrifice I us'd, 
, And ſuch her ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 
That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy d. 

Alin. 'T was well the was. In our late interview, 
\ My paſſion fo far threw me from my guard, 
( Methinks 'tis ſtrange !) that, conſcious of her guilt, 
She ſaw not, thro' its thin diſguiſe, my heart. 
4. Zan. But what deſign you, fir, and how ? 
Alon. I'll tell thee. 

Thus I've ordain'd it. In the jeſs'min bow'r, 

The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her guilt, 

There will 1 meet her, the appointment's made; 
And calmly ſpread (for 1 can do it now) 

The blackneſs of her crime before her ſight, 

And then, with all the cool ſolemnity 


Of public juſtice, give her to the grave. LE... 
Zan. Why, get thee gone! horror and night go 
with thee ! 


Siſters of Acheron, go hand in hand, 

6o dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them in; 

| And tell them that I ſent you to ſalute them. 

Profane the ground, and for th' ambroſial roſe, 

And breath of jeſſamin, let hemlock blacken, 

And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air. 

For the ſweet nightingale may ravens croak, 

{ FToads pant, and adders ruſtle thro? the leaves; 

May ſerpents winding up the trees, let fall 

Their hiſhng necks upon them from above, 

And mingle kifſes—ſuch as I ſhould give them. [Exz2. 

| SCENE, The Boaver. 

Leonora ſleeping. Enter Alonzo, 

| Aon. E amaranths! ye roſes, like the morn! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange groves! 


= 
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Why do you ſmile ? why do you look ſo fair? 
Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 
Yes, ſee how every flow'r lets fall its head! 
How ſhudders every leaf without a wind! 
How every green 1s as the ivy pale! 
Did ever midnight ghoſts aſſemble here ? 
Have theſe {weet echoes ever learnt to groan ? 
Joy-giving, love-inſpiring, holy bow'r ! | 
Know, in thy fragrant boſom thou receiv'ſt 
A — murderer. O! I ſhall ſtain thy lilies, 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. 
So Lucifer broke into Paradiſe, | 
And ſoon damnation follow'd. [He advances.] Ha! 
| ſhe ſleeps- 
The day's uncommon heat has overcome her. 
Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze. 
O what a light is here! how dreadful fair! 
Who would not think that being innocent? 
Where ſhall I ſtrike ? who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf, 
My own life-blood will iſſue at her wound. 
O my diſtracted heart! — O cruel Heaven! 
To give ſuch charms as theſe, and then call man, 
Mere man, to be your executioner, 
Was it becauſe it was too hard for you? 
But ſee, ſhe ſmiles! I never ſhall ſmile more, 
It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiſs. 
[Goinge, he tarts back, 
Ha ! ſmile again? ſhe dreams of him ſhe loves. 
Curſe on her charms! I'll ſtab her thro' them all. 
[ As he is going to ſtrike, ſhe wakes, 


Leon. My lord, your ſtay was long, and yonder lull 
Of falling waters tempted me to reſt, 


: Diſyirited with noon's exceſhve heat. 
Alon. Le powers! with what an eye ſhe mends the day! 


While they were clos'd I ſhould have given the blow. 


[Afide. 


o for a laſt embrace! and then for juſtice. 
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Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, 


Sure ſuch were made by Heav'n guiltleſs to ſin, 


leave her to juſt Heav'n.[ Drops the dagger, and goes of. T. 
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Thus THeav'n and I ſhall both be ſatisfy'd. 
Lean. What ſays my lord? 
Alan. Why this 419329 fays ; 
If love were endleſs, men were gods: 'tis that 
Does counterballance travel, danger, pain—— 
Tis Heav'n's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 
Leon. Alas! my lord, why talk you of the grave? 
Your friend is dead; in friendſhip you ſuſtain 
A mighty loſs, repair it with my love. 
Alon. Thy love ? thou piece of witchcraft! I wou'd ſay 
Thou brighteſt angel ! I could gaze for ever. 
Where had'ſt thou this ? enchantreſs, tell me where ? 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain ! 
Ev'n now thou ſwim'ſt before me. I ſhall loſe thee, 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 
Who turn'd this ſlender waiſt with ſo much art, 
And ſhut perfection in ſo ſmall a ring? 


On which the dazzled fight can find no reſt; 
But drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
For ever, and for ever finds new charms ? 
But, O thoſe eyes! thoſe murderers! O whence, 
Whence did'ſt thou ſteal their burning orbs ? from 
heav'n ? 

Thou did'ſt ; and 'tis religion to adore them. 

Leon. My beſt Alanzo, moderate your thought: 
Extremes till fright me, tho' of love itſelf. 

Alon, Extremes indeed! it hurried me away; 
But I come home again — and now for juſtice — 
And now for death — it is impoſlible — | 


Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. A " 


Leon. Ha! a dagger ! 
What do'ſt thou ſay, thou miniſter of death? 
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What dreadful tale do'ſt tell me ? let me think. 


Enter Zanga. 


Zan. Death to my tow'ring hopes ! O fall from high ! 
My cloſe long-labour'd ſcheme at once is blaſted, 
That dagger found will cauſe her to inquire 
Inquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 
Of vengeance periſh; I myſelf am loſt 
Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand, 
Which held the ſteel in vain !— what can be done ? 
Where can I fix? that's ſomething ſtill—'rwill breed 
Fell rage, and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, 
Which may perchance grow up to greater evil ; 
If not, tis all I can —it ſhall be fo—— [de. 
Leon. O Zanga! I am ſinking in my fears. | 
Ajonzo dropt this dagger as he left me, 
And left me in a ſtrange diſorder too. 
What can this mean? angels preſerve his life 1 ! 
Zan. Yours, madam, yours. 
Leon. What, Zanga, doſt thou ſay ? 
| Zan, Carry you goodneſs then to ſuch extremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is jealous? : 
Leon. Heav'ns ! 
And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 
What villain could inſpire him with that thought? 
It 1s not of the growth of his own nature. 
Zan. Some villain, Who, hell knows; but he is 
jealous ; 
And 'tis moſt fit a heart ſo pure as yours 
Do itſelf juſtice, and aſſert its honour, 
And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 
Leon. Jealous ! it ſickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and inſolent ! 
Why ? wherefore ? on what ſhadow of occaſion t 
 *Tis faſcination, tis the wrath of Heav'n 
For the collected crimes of all his race. 
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O how the great man leſſens to my thought! 

How could ſo mean a vice as jealouſy, 

Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 

Which tears and feeds upon its parent's heart, 

Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtues ? 

1 ſcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore, 

| cannot, will not, dare not think it true, 

Till from himſelf 1 know it. | Exit, 
Zan, This ſucceeds 


juſt to my with. Now ſhe with vielence 


Upbraids him. He, well knowing the is guilty, 
Rages no leſs; and if on either ſide 
The waves run high, there ſtill lives hope of ruin, 


Enter Alonzo, 
My lord. 1 „ 
Alon. O Zanga! hold thy peace, I am no coward; 
But Heav'n itſelf did hold my hand; I felt it, 
By the well-being of my ſoul, I did. 
I'll think of vengeance at another ſeaſon. 
Zan. My lord, her guilt 
Alon. Perdicion on thee, Meer, 
For that one word. Ah! do not rouze that thought; 


I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſſible : 


Away then, let us talk of other things. 

I tell thee, Mor, I love her to diſtraction. 
If 'tis my ſhame, why be it ſo — I lore her; 
Nor can I help it, 'tis impos'd upon me 

By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow'r. 

I could not hurt her to be lord of earth; 

It ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke at heay'n. 
Angels defend her, as if innocent. 


But ſee, my Leonora comes: — begone. [Ex. Zanga. 


Enter Leonora. 
O ſeen for ever! yet for ever new! 


The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, 
Inflicting wound on wound. 


F 


54 THE REVENGE. 


Leon. Alas, my lord! | L 
What need of this to me? A 
7.01, Ha! dott thou weep ? Yet, 
Lean. Have 1 no cauſc ? * 
lau. If love is thy concern, 
Thou haſt no cauſe; none ever lov'd like me. Of r 
But wherefore this? is it to break my heart, Or 
Vhich loſes ſo much blood for every tear ? You 
Leon. Is it ſo tender? | Th 
Alon. 1s it not? O Heaven! I 
Doubt of my love? why, I am nothing elſe ; | Fro 
It quite abſorbs my every other paſhon. It | 
O that this one embrace would laſt for ever ! He 
Legu. Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue? -M 
Could this man e'er deſign upon my life? | 
Impoſſible! I throw away the thought, [.4/ide. | TI 
"Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy W 
Of being folded in your arms and heart; | Ol 
My univerſe does lie within that ſpace. 2] 
This dagger bore falſe witneſs. | | E 
Ahn. Ha! my dagger? | B. 
It rouzes horrid images. Away, i Fi 
Away with it, and let us talk of love, 1 
Plunge ourſclves deep into the ſweet illuſion, 
And hide us there from every other thought. | I 
Le-51:, It touches you. 
Alon. Let's talk of love. | 
Lean. Of death. EZ $ J 
Alon. As thou lov'ſt happineſs- | I 
Leon, Of murder. | l 
Alon. Raſh, 


Raſh woman, yet forbear. 5 | 
Len. Approve my wrongs | ! | 
Alon. Then muſt 1 fly, for thy ſake and my own. | 
Lean. Nay, by my injuries, you firſt muſt hear me: 

Stab me, then think it much to hear my groan ? 

Alon. Heay'n, ſtrike me deaf! 
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Lern. It well may ſting you home. 
Alon. Alas! thou quite miſtak'ſt my cauſe of pain. 

Yet, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in flames. 1 
Leon. Who has moſt cauſe ? you, or myſelf? whar 

act 

Of my whole life encourag'd you to this? 

Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you ? 
You find me kind, and think me kind, to all: 

The weak, ungenerous error of your ſex. 

What could inſpire the thought? we oftgelt judge 

| From our own hearts ; and is yours then ſo frail, 

It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me? 

He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Deſerves to find it true, [Holding hin. 
Alon. O ſex, ſex, ſex [Turning on her, 

The language of you all. III-fated woman! 

Why halt thou forc'd me back into the gulph 
Of agonies, I had block'd up from thought? A 
| I know the cauſe; thow ſaw'ſt me impotent 
| | E'er while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'ſt on me ; - 

But, by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy woe. a 

For ſince thou haſt replung'd me in my torture, 
I will be ſatisfy d! | 

Alon. Yes, thy own mouth ſhall witneſsit againſt thee, 
I will be ſatisfy d. 

Leon. Of what? 

Alon. Of what? 
How dar 'ſt thou aſk that queſtion? Woman, woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus 'tis for ever. 

Who told thee that thy virtue was ſuſpe ted? 
Who told thee I deſign'd upon thy life ? 

You found the dagger; but that could not ſpeak ; 
Nor did I tell thee; who did tell thee then ? a 
| Guilt, conſcious guilt. 

Lone: This to my face? O Heav'n! 

Alon. This to thy very ſoul. 

1 Leon. Thou'rt not in earneſt ? 
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Alon. Serious as death. 

Leon. Then Heay'n have mercy on thee. 
Till now I ſtruggled not to think it true, 
I ſought conviction, and would not believe it. 
And doſt thou force me? this ſhall not be borne, 


Thou ſhalt repent this inſult, e LCoing. 


Alon. Madam, ſtay. 
Your paſſion's wiſe, tis a diſcuiſe for guilt: 
"Tis my turn now to fix you here a while; ; 
You, and your” thouſand arts ſhall not eſcape me. 
Leon. Arts ? 
Alon. Arts. Confeſs; for death is in my hand. 
Leon. Tis in your words. 
Alen. Confeſs, confeſs, confeſs; 
Nor tear my veins with paſſion to compell thee. 
Leon. I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous man! 
Alon. Deny then, and incur a fouler ſhame. 
Where did I find this picture? 
Leon. Ha! Don Carlos ? 
By my beſt hopes, more welcome than thy own, 
Alon. I know it; but is vice ſo very rank , 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in my face f 
Natu re is ſick of thee, abandon a woman! 
Leon. Repent, 
Alon. Is that for me? 
+ Leon. Fall, aſk my pardon, 
Alon. Aſtoniſhmene ! 
Leon, Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am diſhoneſt ? 
Alon. I know thee ſo. 
Leon. This blow then to thy heart 
[She tabs herſelf, he endeauouring to prevent * 
Alon. Hoa! Zanga! Iſabella! Hoa! ſhe bleeds. 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to aſſiſt her. 
Leon. This is the only way that I would wound thee, 
Tho moſt unjuſt. Now think me guilty ſtill. 


When thou hadſt cenſur'd, thou would'ſt ſave her life; 


But now, I let thy raſhneſs know, the wound 


In hell a refuge from ſererer pain? [Exit Alonzo. 
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Enter Iſabella, 
Alon. Bear her to inſtant help. The world to ſave 
her. 
Leon. Unhappy man! well may'ſt thou gaze and 
tremble! 
But fix thy terror and amazement right; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own diſtraction. 
What haſt thou done? whom cenſur'd ? — Leonora. 


O inconſiſtent ! ſhould 1 live in ſhame, 2 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this, 

T' aſſert my virtue? no: ſhe who diſputes, 
Admits it poſhble ſhe might be guilty. 

While aught but truth could be my inducement to it, 
While it might look like an excuſe to thee, 
I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocenc@; 


Which leaſt I feel, is that my dagger made. 
[Iſabella /eads out Leonora. 

Alon. Ha! was this woman guilty? — and if nok— 

How my thought darkens that way? grant, * 

Heav'n, | 

That ſhe prove guilty, or give being end. 

Is that my hope then ſure the ſacred duſt 

Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. 

Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 

When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair, 

When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 


Enter Zanga. 
Zan. How ſtands the great account 'twixt me and 
- vengeance ? 
Tho much is paid, yet till it owes me much, 
And T will not abate a ſingle groan. — 
Ha! that were well — but that were fatal too —— 
Why be it ſo — reyenge ſo truly great 
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Would come too cheap, if bought with leſs than life, 


Come death, come hell then, tis reſoly'd 


Euter Iſabella. 

Tab. Ah! Zanga, ſee me tremble : has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill ? — poor Leeni 

Zan, Welters in blood, and gaſps for her laſt breath, 
What then? we all muſt die. 

Jab. Alonzo raves, 
And, in the tempeſt of his grief, has thrice 
Attempted on his life. At length diſarm'd, 
He calls his friends that fave him, his worſt focs, 
And 1mportunes the ſkies for ſwift perdition. 
Thus in his ſtorn of forrow. After pauſe 
He ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zanga, 
For Zanga rav'd; and ſce, he ſceks you here, 
Io learn that truth, which moſt he dreads to know. 
Lan. Begone. Now, now, my ſoul, conſummate all. 


[Exit Iſabella. 
Enter Alonzo. 


Alen. O Zunca! 
Zan. Do not tremble ſo; but ſpeak. 
on. I dare not. [ Falls on him. 


Zan. You will drown me with your tears. 

Alan. Have J not cauſe ? 

Zan, As yet you have no cauſe. 

A151, Doft thou too rave? 

Lan, Your anguith is to come. 

You much have been abus'd. 

Alon, Abus'd! by whom ? 

Zan, To know, were little comfort, 
len. O! were much. 

Zau. ludecd ! 


Alox. By Hear'n. O gire him to my fury ! 


Zan, Born for your uſe, I live but to oblige you, 
i 


Know then, 'twas 
Alon. Am awake ? 


„ tis done, 
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like. Zan. For ever. 
Thy wife is guiltleſs, that's one tranſport to me. 
And 1, I let thee know it; that's another. 
I urg'd Don Carl;s to reſign his miſtreſs, 
I forg'd the letter, I diſpos'd the picture; 
h.- I hated, I defpis'd, and 1 deſtroy. 
| Alon. Oh! | [ Sqvo9ns, 
Zan, Why this is well — why this is blow for blow. 
Where are you ? crown me, ſhadow me with laurcls, 
Ye ſpirits, which delight in juſt revenge. 
Let Europe and her pallid ſons go weep, 
Let Afric and her hundred thrones rejoice, 
O my dear countrymen ! look down and fee, 
How I beſtride your proſtrate conqueror ! 
I tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings, 
But this is mercy, this is my indulgence, 
| Tis peace, 'tis refuge from my indignation, 
| I muſt awake him into horrors. Hoa! 
Alonao, hoa; the Moor is at the gate; 
Awake, 1avincible, omnipotent! 
| Thou who doſt all ſubdue. 
| Alon. Inhuman flave ! ; 
| Zan, Fall'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my character. 
| Look on me. Who am I? I know, thou ſay'ſt 
The Msor, a ſlave, an abject, bearen flave, 
Eternal woes to him that made me fo) 
But look again. Has ſix years cruel bondage 
Extingaiſh'd majeſty ſo far, that nought 
| Shines here, to give an awe of one above thee ? 
When the great Maoriſh king Cbdella fell, 
Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought faſt by him, 
His ſon, tho' thro' his fondnets in diſguiſe, 
Leſs to expoſe me to th' ambitious foe, 
Ha ! does it wake thee? o'er my father's corſe 
L ſtood aſtride, till I had clove thy creſt, 
And then was made the captive of a ſquadron, 
And ſunk into thy ſervant but O! whar, / 
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What were my wages? hear not heav'n, nor earth! 
My wages were a blow, by Heav'n, a blow, 
And from a mortal hand. 

Alon. O villain ! villain! 

Zan, All ſtrife is vain, [Shewing a ber. 

Alon. Is thus my love return'd ? 

Is this my recompence? make friends of tigers! 
Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt, 
For fear they turn to ſcrpents as they ly, 
Ard pay you for their nouriſhment wiw death. 
Carls is dead, and Leonora dying; 
Both innocent, both murder'd, both by me. 


That heav'nly maid, which ſnould have liv'd for ever, 


At leaſt have gently flept her ſoul away, 

Whoſe life ſhould have ſk1t up as ev'ning flow'rs 
At the departing ſun —— was murder'd! murder'd ! 
O ſhame i O guilt! O horror! O remorſe ! 

O puniſhment ! had Satan never fell, 

Hell had been made for me — O . 


Zan. Mult I deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee ? 2 


Complain of grief? complain thou art a man. 
Priam from tortune's loſty ſummit ſell, 

Great Alexander midſt his conqueſts monrn'd, 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their ſorrows, 
Cacſars have wept, and I have had my blow: 
But 'tis reveng'd, and now my work is done. 
Yet, e're I fall, be it one part of vengeance, 
To make thy ſelf confeſs that J am juſt, 

Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt ſlain, 
__ Whoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood, 
Whoſe facred perſon O! thou haſt profan d, 
Whole reign extinguiſh'd : what was left to me 
So highly born? no kingdom, but revenge; 


No treaſure, but thy tortures, and thy groans. 


If men ſhould aſk, who brought thee to thy end, 
Tell them, the Mr, and they will not deſpiſe thee, 
It cold white mor tals cenſure this great deed, 
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Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior beings, 

Souls made of fire, and children of the ſun, 

With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well — 

Now fully ſatisfy” d I ſhould take leave ; 

But one thing prieves me, ſince thy death is near, 

L leave thee my example how to die. 

As he is going to ſlab himſelf, Alonzo ruſfes upon Lin 
6% prevent him. In the mean time, enter Alvarez 
altend:d, They afar and ſize Zanga, Alonzo 
pets the dagger in bis boſom. 

Alon. No, monſter, thou ſhalt not eſcape by death. 

O father! „ 

 Alv. O Alonzo! Iſavella, 
Touch'd with remorſe to ſce her miltreſs' pangs, 
Told all the dreadful tale, 
Alon. What groan was that ? 
Lan, As I have been a vulture to thy heart: 

So will { be a raven to thine car, | 

And true as ever ſnuf'd the ſcent of blood, 

As ever flapp'd its heavy wing againſt | 

"The window of the ſick, and croak'd deſpair, 

Th 7 wife is dead. 

[Alvarez goes to the ff. 1 of the Rage, and returns, 
Av. The dreadful news is true. 
Al;z. Prepare the rack, invent new torments for 
him. | 
Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 

Turns all occurrence to its own advantage, 

And I'll make vengeance of calamity. 

Were I not thus et d, thou wouldſt not know, 

That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee (till. 

Torture thou may'ſt; but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpiſe me. 

The blood will follow where the knife is driven, 

The fleſh will quiver where the pincers tear, 

And ſighs and cries by nature grow on pain, 

But theſe are foreign to the ſoul: not mine 

The groans that wlue, or the tears that fall: 
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They diſobey me. On the rack I ſcorn thee, 
As when my fauchion clove thy helm in battle. 

Alo. Peace, villain ! 

Zan. While 1 live, old man, I'll ſpeak, 
And well I know thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
For that wou'd rob thy blood-hounds of their prey. 

Jon. Who call'd Alonso? 

Aly. No one call'd, my ſon. 

Alon. Again! — tis Carlos voice, and I obey. 
O how I laugh at all that this can do! 

[Shewing the dagger. 

The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd me, 
Were giv'n before; I am already dead, 
This only marks my body for the grave. 


 [Stabs himſelf. 


Afric, thou art rev eng'd—O Leonora! [Dies. 


Lan, Good ruihans, give me leave; my blood is 


yours, 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 
[He goes to Alonzo's body. 
| Is this Alonzo? where's the haughty mien? 
Is that the hand which ſmote me? heav'ns! how pale! ; 
And art thou dead? ſo is my enmity. 
I] war not with the duſt; the great, the proud, 
The conqueror of 4/ric was my foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcaſles. 
This was the only method to ſubdue me. 
Terror and doubt fall on me, all thy 5 
Now blazes, all thy guilt is in the grave. 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe ; 
If I lament thee, ſure. thy worth was great. 
O vengeance ! 1 have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me hell blows all her fires. 


[He is borne c. 
Alo. Dreadful effect of jealouſy ! a rage 
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In which the wiſe with caution will engage; 

Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, 

Where ſway'd by rature we ourſelves deceive, 

Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 

And each man finds a Zarga in his heart. 
[ Exeunt, 


F r I A U 
By A FRIEND. 


UR author ſent me, in an humble ſtrain, 
To beg you'd bleſs the off pring of his brain : 
And 1 your proxy promis'd in your name, 

The child ſhou'd live, at leaſt fix days of fame. 
1 like the brat, but fill his faults can find, 
Aud, by the parent's leave, will ſpeak my mind. 

Gallants, pray tell me, do you think 'twas well, 
To let a willing maid lead apes in hell ? 
You, nicer ladies, ſhou'd you think it right 
To eat us ſupper — on your wedding night ? me 
Shou'd Engliſh husbands dare to ſtarve their wives, 
Be ſure they'd lead moſt comfortable lives 


But he loves miſchief, and with groundleſs fart 


Wou'd fain ſet loving couples by the ears; 
ud ſpoil the tender husbands of cur nation, 
By teaching them his vile, outlandiſh faſhion : 
But we've been taught in our good natur'd clime, 
That jealouſy, tho“ juſt, is till a crime, 


And «vill be flill, for (not to blame the plot) 


That ſame Alonzo was a ſtupid fot, 


To kill a bride, a miſtreſs unenjoy'd ; 
*Twere ſome excuſe, had the poor man been cloy'd : 


To 40 her on ſuſpicion, cer be knew 


EPFL OG YE 


IWhether the heinous crime were falſe or true. 
The pri:/i ſaid grace, ſhe met him in the bower, 

In hopes ſhe might anticipate an hour —— 

Lede avas her errand, but the hit-brain'd Spaniard, 
Inſtead of lade — produc'd — a filthy poniard, | 


Had he been wiſe, at this their private meeting, 


Tue profis tl. pudding kad beon in the eating. 


Madam had then been pleus d, and Don cantentol, 
Jud all this blaod and murder been prevented. 
Britons, be wiſe, and from this ſad example, 
Neer lab a bargain, but fir? take 4 fampte, 


